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INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 
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Here in England the habit of reading stage-plays 
would seem to have fallen into abeyance^ and the fact 
that a play was written with a view to its theatrical 
representation has of late been sufficient to prejudice its 
claim to be regarded as literature. Consequently the 
novel has entirely usurped the place of the printed 
drama or comedy as the imaginative exposition of char- 
acter and the entertaining commentary on life. This 
unsatisfactory state of things may be traced to two or 
three causes, prominent amdng which has been the inju- 
rious condition of the American copyright law, which 
till now has constituted the publication of his play a 
serious financial loss to an author, and indirectly an 
artistic loss, since his work has become at once the 
immorally legal prey of the ignorant pirate showman. 
Owing to this restriction, therefore, we have been in the 
anomalous position of possessing a living drama which 
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we were disqualified from judging as literature. I say 
anomalous^ for it seems to me that the dramatic form is 
the nearest approach to the cutual reproduction of life, 
and therefore the most natural setting for the study oj 
character and the incidents thence evolved. 

It is proverbial, howler, that the patron of the circu- 
lating library likes to take his reading easily, not to say 
lazily, to be spared, in fact, any effort of imagination. 
Now the drama, by its very form, demands of the 
recLder an exercise of the imagination extensive and 
alert, since there must always remain unwritten a 
large proportion of the drama which, though absolutely 
essential to the true understanding of the work, must 
of necessity be left for the reader to supply according to 
his own sympathetic intelligence. In a novel, on the 
other hand, especially the realistic and psychological 
novel of the day, the author leaves few or no crevices 
for the reader to fill in, everything being minutely de- 
scribed in detail which in a play would be only sug- 
gested. Consequently, to imagine a great character 
or a grand scene in, say, Shakespeare or Webster 
demands a more exhausting mental effort than the 
realisation of a creation of Thackeray or Dickens, 

This, then, would also account to a great extent 
for the desuetude into which the publication of plays 
has fallen of late years, though the cynical expo- 
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nent of the " new criticising^ as well as the laudator 
tempores acti, may perhaps urge other causes which, 
for obvious reasons, I may be excused from discussing. 

Be this as it may, however, all of us who have any 
concern for the drama must gladly welcome the un- 
mistakable signs of a reviving public interest in any 
dramatic literature which essays in an earnest artistic 
spirit to deal with modern life, manners, and thought, 
whether it be to regard these from their serious or their 
comic side. It is certain that any encouragement to 
authors to print the work they write for the stage must 
prove of decided benefit to the stage itself, for, conscious 
that their plays will be subjected to the cool and critical 
analysis of the study, they will feel it incumbent upon 
them to pay closer attention to the literary quality of 
their labours. At the same time they will be strengthened 
in their artistic purpose by feeling that there is now open 
to them a medium of appeal from the occasionally 
hastilyformed and indefinite verdict of the theatre to 
the well-weighed, deliberate, and final judgment of the 
reading public. For in the finality of this iudgment 
there will most probably be wisdom. 

Indeed, this literary movement can scarcely be con- 
sidered other than of great importance to our stage, and 
no more healthy assistance could be offered to it than 
the publication of important dramatic works by foreign 
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writers of fame and authority^ even though^ like Count 
Tolstoy* s ^^ Fruits of Enlightenment,^^ their adaptability 
to stage representation may not be very patent to Eng- 
lish readers. This curiously close study of Russian 
peasant character, and satire on the fads and extrava- 
gances of modern society in the land of the Muscovite, 
will doubtless be eagerly examined by English readers 
who may be interested in the dramatic methods of a 
novelist so eminent as the author of ^^Anna Karenina " 
and " The Kreutzer Sonata^ 

ARTHUR W. PINERO. 



•■b.^ 



Dtamati6 pereonae* 

LEONiDiks Feodobovitoh Zvezdebntsbff, a retired lieutenant of 
the Horse Ouardg^ the otoner of 24,cxx) acres of la/nd in 
various parts of Russia, A fresh, healthy man of about 
sixty years of age, mild, affahle, gentlemanly. He believes 
in Spiritualism, and takes a delight in astonishing others 
with his wonderful tales, 

Anna Pavlovna Zvbzdbentseff, his wife, a stout, youngish- 
looking lady, whose main interest in life lies in the observance 
of the proprieties of fashionable life. She despises her 
husband, and ha^ unhotmded faith in her doctor. Irrita- 
bility is one of her mmn characteristics. 

Betst, their daughter, a fashionable young lady of twenty, with 
free and easy rrumners characteristic of the male sex. She 
uses a pince-nez. SJie is a coquette and given to inordinate 
laughter. She speaks very rapidly and very distinctly, com- 
pressing her lips like a foreign lady. 

Basil Lboniditoh, their son, a youth of twenty-five, a graduate 
of the Law Faculty, without any definite occupation, member 
of a Bicy de-club, a Jockey-dub, and of a society for the 
improvement of harriers. He is a youth of blooming health 
and never-failing sdfconfidence. He speaks in a loud tone 
of voice, and by fits and starts. He is either thoroughly 
serums, almost gloomy, or else boisterously gay, and his 
laugh is almost uproarious. 

Alexis VLADiMiBoyiTCH Ebooglobvbtloff, a professor and 
savant of fifty, of quiet, sdf-possessed manners, and slow, 
silvery speech. He is of a communicative turn. Those who 

A 
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differ from him he treats witk mUd, geniUmardy contempt ; 
18 an inordinate tmoker. He is rather Mn, but wiry and 
active. 

The Dootob, a stouty thriving, rubicund individiud, with a voice 
of thunder, and rather wnrefined ma/nner, who is always 
wearing a sdf-satisjied smile, 

Mabt Konstantinovka, a girl oftwenJly^ apupU of the Academy 
of Music; gives music lessons herself; wears her hair in a 
fringe that falls over her forehead; dresses according to the 
latest fashion f and always overdoes it somewhat ; is obsequious 
and bashful, 

Petbishtsheff, a youth of twenty-eight, who has taken his degree 
in the Philological Faculty ; is looking out for a social 
position ; belongs to all the dubs and societies of which BomI 
Leonidovitch is a member, and to the society for the promo- 
tion of cotton and calico balls * besides. He is bald, very 
sprightly and vivacious, bath in movements and in speech, and 
excessively polite. 

The Baboness, a lady of great importance, slow and gradual in 
her movemjents, who speaks without intonation, 

A Mabbied Fbinobss, a fashionaUe lady of the world, A guest, 

A TouNa Fbinoess, a young lady of the world, given to making 
griiMLces, Also a guest, 

A Countess, an ancient lady who moves about with eostraordinary 
difficulty, and weaxs false curls and artificial teeth, 

Gbossman, a darkish m^n of the Hebrew type, very livdy and 
nervous ; he speaks in a loud tone of voice, 

Mabt Vassilievna ToLLBOOKHm, a stout, rich, good-humoured 
and consequential lady, who is acquainted with all rema/rk- 
dble men, living and dead. She is very corpulent, speaks 
hurriedly, and always strives to outspeak everybody dse. 
She smokes. 

* I.e., balls at which the fair sex dispense with ordinary ball dress, on 
the principle that beauty requires no adventitious setting off, and appear 
in everyday apparel. 
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Babon Klingsn {Koko\ a graduate of the University of St. 
Petersburg, gentleman of the Emperor^s bedchamber, aUaclU 
at the Embassy, Perfectly correct in all things^ Tie is always 
at ecue, and in a subdued way is ever ckeerfuL 

A Ladt, wTio is silent throughout the play. 

Seboius Ivanovitoh Sakhatoff, a/n elegant individual of fifty y 
formerly Under-Secretary of StatCj of wide European culture, 
has no occupation, but takes a deep interest in everything. 
He carries himulfwith dignity, and with a certain austerity 
of manner, 

Feodob Ivanitch, the valet, a man of about sixty, fairly well 
educated, who has a taste for education, makes much too 
frequent use of his pince-nez and of his pocket handkerchief, 
which he is continually unfolding. Takes an interest in 
polities. On the whole, an intelligent, weJl-meaning man, 

Gbeoobt, the lackey, a man of twenty-eight, profligate, envious, 
handsome, and daring. 

James, the butler, a man of forty, fussy, good-humoured, caring 
only about th^ family incidents of his native village. 

Simon, the butler's a^ssistant, a peasant of twenty, healthy, fresh, 
light-haired; as yet beardless ; quiet, smiling. 

The Coachman, thirty -five years dd, a dandy ; impudemt and 
resolute. Ha>s a moustache, but no beard. 

A Man Cook of forty-five, ragged, unshaven, bloated, saUow, 
quaking, in a torn nankeen overcoat and soiled pants, in 
dippers. Speaks huskily ; his words leave his vnouth as if 
they had to dear a barrier before reaching the listener. 

Female Cook, a talkative, dissati^d woman of tiiirty. 

The Doobkeepeb, who is a discharged soldier. 

Tanya, a maid-servant, a strong, energetic, cheerful girl of nine- 
teen, of a very capricious disposition. In moments of violent 
and joyful eaxitement she ydls, 

ist Peasant, the man of sixty. Was Elder of the peasants; 
fancies he knows how to conduct himsdf when in the presence 
of gentUmen, and likes to hear himself speak. 
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2nd Peasant, a saucy hut eonscientUms man^ who ha% his own 
homestecui. Chary of his words, Hs is Simon^s father, 

3rd Peasant, a man of seventy, in hast shoes. Nervous, rest- 
less, precipitate. Hides his timidity hy means of eonversa- 
turn, 

ist Gboom of the Countess, a patriarchal old jnan with a 
laekey*s pride, 

2nd Gboom, a huge, healthy, coarse piece of jnanhood. 

A Clerk from the shop, vn a dark Hue hlouse. Clean, rosy face. 
Speaks firmly, 'persuasively, and distinctly. 



The action takes place in St. Petersburg, in the house of the 

Zvezdeentseffs. 



■ 



THE 

FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT. 
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ACT FIRST. 

Antechamber of a rich house in Moscow, which has 
three doors: the outer one, another leading to 
Leonidas Feodorovitch's study, and a third 
leading into Basil Leoniditch's room, A stair- 
case leading to the inner apartments; behind it 
a passage into the pantry. 



Scene I. — Gregory, a young and handsome lackey, 

is seen eyeing and titivating himself before the 

mirror, 

Gregory. 

An awful pity it is that I am deprived of mus- 
tacbios. A lackey, if you please, must not cultivate 
mustachios. And why not ? That people may know 
he's a lackey. Otherwise he might outshine the 
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mistress's own dear son. Outshine him, indeed I 
Though I lack mustachios, I could give points to 
that sweet youth. . . . \Grlances at himself with a 
complacent smile.] What a crowd of nice girls run 
after me and pay me court ! Not one of the whole 
lot takes my fancy like Tanya there. A simple 
chambermaid ! And yet she can hold her own with 
any young lady. [Smiles.] Yes, and isn't she charm- 
ing ! [Listens.] Here she comes. [Smiling.] How 
briskly she trips along, the enchantress ! Hey 1 



Scene II. — Gbegoby and Tanya (toith a fur doak 

and fancy boots). 

Gbeooby. 
To Miss Tanya my profound respect and greeting ! 

Tanya. 

Why are you eternally looking at yourself in the 

glass ? You must fancy yourself a fascinating young 

man. 

Gregory. 

Well, and am I so terribly ugly ? 

Tanya. 
Neither fascinating nor ugly. But half way be- 
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twizt and between. What are the furs hanging 

there for ) 

Gregory. 

I'll put them up, my lady, at once. \Taikes down 
a fur cloak and envdopa Tanya in it] Tanya, dear, 
listen to what I've got to say to you. 

Tanya. 

Keep yourself to yourself. What do you mean 
by running after me in that way? [Angrily tears 
Jierself away from him,] I tell you to let me be ! 

Greoory. 
[Looking cautiously around.] Give me a kiss, Tanya. 

Tanya. 
What do you mean by this conduct ? I'll give you 
such a kiss, if you don't take care. . . . [Eaises her 
hand and aims a blow at his face but misses,] 

Basil Leoniditch. 
[Rings his bell in his room and shotUs,] Gregory ! 

Tanya. 
There's Basil Leoniditch calling you. 

Gregory. 
He can wait. He has only rubbed his eyes by this 
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time. Now listen, Tanya, tell me why you don't 
love me. 

Tanya. 

What love are you dreaming about? I love no- 
body. 

Gbegobt. 

Come now, that's a fib. You love Simon. And a 
splendid choice you've made, too. The butler 1 an 
awkward, heavy clodhopper ! 

Tanya. 

He*s as good as God made him. It's you who are 
envious. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

\From his room.] Gregory ! 

Gbeooby. 

Take your time. . . . [To Tanya.] He's a likely 
youth for me to envy ! You have only just begun 
your education, and here you are already hobnobbing 
with — with whom ? How different things would be 
if it was me you loved. . , . Tanya, dear . . . 

Tanya. 
[Curtly,] I tell you you are only wasting your time. 
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Basil Leoxiditgh. 
[From his room.'\ Gregory I 

Gbeooby. 
You are awfully straightlaced in your behaviour. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

[Shouting from Ms room unceasingly, monotonously , 
and with all his strength.] Gregory ! Gregory ! 
Gregory ! [Tanya and Gregory burst out laughing. 

Tanya. 
You'd better go to him and leave me alone. 

Gregory. 
Well, you are a silly girL I'm not Simon. 

Tanya. 

Simon means marriage, and none of your tom- 
foolery. 



Scene III. — Gregory, Tanya, and a Clerk, who is 

carrying a large pasteboard box mth a dress 

inside. 

Clerk. 
Good morning ! 



10 THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT, 

Gregory. 
Good morning I Whom is this from*? 

Clerk. 

From Bourdet's; and here's a note for the 
mistress. 

Tanya. 

\Taking the note,] Sit down. Ill take it in. 

[Exit. 



Scene IV. — Ths same and Basil LEONinrrcH emerg- 
ing from tJie half-opened door in shirt and 
slippers. 

Basil Leoniditgh. 
Gregory ! 

Greoory. 
Coming ! 

Basil Leoniditch. 
Gregory ! la it possible you are stone deaf 1 

Gregory. 
IVe only just come, sir. 
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Basil Leokiditch. 
Bring hot water and tea. 

Gbegoby. 
Simon wiU fetch them directly, sir. 

Basil Leoniditoh. 
And what's this 1 From Bourdet's ? 

Clebk. 

Yes, sir, from Bourdet's. 

[Exeunt Basil Leoniditch wad Gbeoort. 
The hell rings. 



Scene V. — The Clerk and Tanya, who runs in at 
the sound of the bell, and opens the door, 

Tanya. 

[To the Clerk.] Wait a little. 

Clerk. 
I'm doing that as it is. 
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ScBNB VI. — The foregoing and, Saehatoff (yoho enters 

the door). 

Tanya. 

I'm very sorry, but the lackey has just gone for a 
moment. But won't you come in ? Allow me, please. 
[Taking off his fur coat] 

Saehatoff. 

[Putting himself to rights,] Is Leonidas Feodoro- 
vitch at home ? Is he up ? /.^ [The bell rings. 

Tanya. 
Oh certainly, long ago, sir. 



Scene VII. — The foregoing. The Doctor enters. 

Doctor. 

[Looks around for tJie Jockey. As soon as he perceives 
Saehatoff he turns to him and speaks in a free and 
easy way.] Ah, my best respects. 

Saehatoff. 

[Looking steadfastly at him.] The doctor, I 
believe f i 
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Doctor. 

Why, I thought you were abroad. Dropped in 
upon Leonidas Feodorovitch % 

Sakhatoff. 
Yes. And you too ? Is there any one ill ? 

DOCTOB. 

\Smiling^ Not exactly ill; but you know what 
terrible creatures ladies are. She, for instance, sits 
up every night till three o'clock in the morning at 
the card table, playing screw ; * and she tortures her- 
self in order to be able to sport a wasp's waist, stout 
and heavily built though she is. And I need not tell 
you that she is not precisely in the prime of youth. 

Sakhatoff. 

Are you as frank as that when you are giving 
Anna Pavlovna herself your diagnosis? Sincerity 
in that case is a virtue she scarcely relishes, I 
imagine. 

* Russian viiA, A very complicated and a very fascinating 
game of cards, invented in Siberia, where time lies heavy on 
the hands of Uchinovrichs, merchants and farmers, especially in 
winter. 
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Doctor. 

\Smiling,'\ Well, it's a fact, you know. It's the 
old story. And after playing all these and a hundred 
other pranks, we hear of the digestion being out of 
order, of a heavy pressure on the liver, of the nerves 
being in rebellion, and heaven knows what more^ 
and then comes the doctor's turn ; he has to put all 
these things to rights again as best he may. It's a 
positive calamity to have anything to do with these 
ladies. \LaugkB^ Well, and what are you up to f You 
too are a spiritualist of the spiritualists, I believe % 

Sakhatoff. 

I ? No, I am not a spbitualist of the spiritualists. 
. . . Good morning ! 

\Is abdU to go but the Doctor stops him. 

Doctor. 
No, but you know, I don't entirely deny it either, 
when people like Kroogosvetloff have a hand in it. 
By no means. He is a professor, a European 
celebrity. There is undoubtedly something in it 
I have often wished to have a look at the phe- 
nomena and form an opinion for myself on the 
subject, but I have been always prevented by one 
thing or another. 
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Sakhatoff. 

Quite so, qiiite so. Grood morning ! 

\Exity slightly scUtding the Doctor as he goes. 

Doctor. 
[2b Tanya.] Is she up? 

Tanya. 

In the bedroom. Please come up. 

[Sakhatoff and the Doctor leave the room 
by opposite doors. 



Scene VIII. — The Clerk, Tanya, and Feodor 

IvANiTCH (wh^ enters with the newspaper in his 

hand), 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

[To the Clerk.] Who are you % 

Clerk. 

I'm from Bourdet's. I've come with the dress and 
with a note ; and IVe been told to wait. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Ah ! from Bourdet's. [To Tanya.] Who was that 
that came in a moment ago ? 
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Tanya. 

Sergius Ivanitch Sakhatoff and the doctor. They 
stayed a few minutes here and chatted together. It 
was all about sfjgritualism. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 
\Gorreding her,] About spiritualism. 

Tanya. 

Yes, that's what I'm saying, about spritucUism. 
Did you hear, Feodor Ivanitch, how well it all 
went off last time? [Laughs.] There was no end 
of knocks and thumps, and didn't the things fly 
about in style. My ! 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
How do you know that 1 

Tanya. 
Elizabeth Leonidovna told me all about it. 



Scene IX. — Foregoing and James the butler, who 
rushes in with a glass of tea, 

tl AMES. 

[To Clerk.] €k)od morning ! 
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Clerk. 

[Mournfully.'] Grood morning. 

[James knocJcs at Basil Lboniditch's door. 



Scene X. — Foregoing and Gregory. 

Gregory. 
Give it here. 

tl AMES. 

You have not yet brought back the glasses you 
took yesterday, nor the tray either, from Basil Leoni- 
ditch. I shall be questioned about them. 

Gregory. 
He has cigars on the tray. 

James. 

Well, and can't you take them off and put them 

elsewhere? It's me that's got to be responsible for 

them. 

Gregory. 

All right, I'll bring them back. 

tl AMES. « 

That's just it. You are always saying " I'll bring 

3 
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them back," but they're not brought back yet, for all 
that. They were missed a short time ago, and I had 
nothing to serve the tea-things on. 

Gregory. 

Ill fetch them, I tell you. What a fuss you do 

make) 

James. 

It's easy for you to talk in that way; but look 
here, that's the third time as I've had to serve the 
tea and the lunch. It's all one rush and run, from 
morning to night, and from night to morning. Is 
there any one in the whole house that's got more to 
do than myself? And there's no pleasing them, no 
matter what you do. I'm not worth my salt, if you 
believe what they say. 

Gregory. 

Ain't you now? You're a precious acquisition, 
that's what you are. Who could be better ? 

Tanya. 

[7b Gregory.] No one is worth anjiihing in your 
eyes. There's nobody but yourself that . . . 

Gregory. 
\To Tanya.] Your opinion was not asked. \ExiL 
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Scene XI. — ^Tanya, James, Clerk, and 
Feodob Iyanitgh. 

James. 

It doesn't matter. I*m sure Pm not offended. 
Miss Tanya, the mistress didn't say anything about 
yesterday's business, eh ? 

Tanya. 
You mean about the lamp ? 

James. 

And how it slipped from my hands, Grod only 
knows. I was wiping it at the time, and was going 
to catch it with my other hand, when all of a sudden 
it leaped away like, and was shivered in pieces before 
my eyes. It's all my ill-luck. It's all well enough 
for him — for Michael Michailovitch, I mean — to talk 
as he does. He is alone, with his life in his hands ; 
but how would it be if he had a family to hang on to 
him. There's no shaking that off. You've got to 
think and puzzle your brains how you'll keep them 
from starving. I'm not afraid of work, I'm not. 
So she said nothing about it God be praised for 
that same. And the spoons, Feodor Ivanitch — how 
many have you, two or one ? 
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Feodob Ivanitch. 

One, one. \B.eadA the newspaper.] 

[Exit Jamesl 

Scene XII. — ^Tanya, Feodob Ivanitch, arid Clerk. 
The ringing of a bell is avdihle. Enter Gregoby 
{with a tray), and the Doorkeeper. 

Doorkeeper. 

[To Gregory.] Tell the master that peasants from 
the coimtry wish to see him. 

Gregory. 

[Pointing to Feodor Ivanitch.] Tell it to him 
there ; that's his business I have no time for such 
things. [Exit. 

Scene XIII. — Foregoing, mth the exception of 

Gregory. 

Tanya. 
Where are the peasants from ? 

Doorkeeper. 
From the Government of Kursk, I'm told. 



' THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT. 21 

Tanta. 

[WUh a kind of hovohl It's themselves. . . . It's 
Simon's fa4}her oome about the land. Ill go and 
meet them. [Runs oui. 



ScBNB XIV. — The foregoing^ except Tanya. 

Doorkeeper. 

What are your instructions ? Am I to admit them 
in here, or what am I to do with them 1 They tell 
me they've come about some land, and that the master 
knows all about it 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Yes, about buying land. That's it There's a 
visitor in his room just now. Ill tell you what you 
had better do : tell them to wait 

Doorkeeper. 
Where are they to wait ? 

Feodoe Ivanitch. 

Let them wait in the yard, and then I'll send 
round to them. [The Doorkeeper goes out. 
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Scene XV. — Feodor Ivanitch and Tanya, followed 
by three Peasants ; Gregory and the Clerk. 

Tanya. 
To the right. This way, this way ! 

Feodor Ivanitcjh. 
I gave orders that they were not to come in here. 

Gregory. 
Eight you were, fidget ! 

Tanya. 

There's no harm done, Feodor Ivanitch ; they will 
stand in the comer there. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Theyll trample on the floor and make a nice mess. 

Tanya. 

They rubbed their feet. Besides, 111 rub the floor 
afterwards. [To the Peasants.] Stand there. 

> [The Peasants entevy bringing as presents, 

rolled up in handkerchiefs, sweet Easter 
loaves, eggs, towels. They look around for 
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an icon before which to cross themselves. 
Seeing none, they turn their faces towards 
the staircase and make the sign of the 
cross. They salvie Feodob Ivanitch, and 
then firmly take their stand. 

Gregory. 

[To Feodor Ivanitch.] Feodor Ivanitch ? People 
talk about fancy patent boots being made by Pironnet, 
but you just cast your eyes on the pretty little mocas- 
sins that that fellow has got his feet covered with. 

[He points to the third Peasant, in clumsy 
hast shoes. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Can't you find something better to do than to laugh 
at other people. [Exit Gregory. 



, Scene XVI. — Tanya, Feodor Ivanitch, and the 

three Peasants. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

[Rising and approaching the Peasants.] So you are 
come from Kursk, to arrange about buying land ? 
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ist PEASAirr. 

That's just it. The establishment, belikes, of 
arrangements concerning the termination of the sale 
of land, that's what our business surmounts to. How 
should it be announced, like ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

That's all right. Leave it to me. You just wait 
here and I'll tell the master. \EQdt, 



Scene XVII. — ^Tanya and the three Peasants. Be- 
hind the scene Basil Leoniditch. The Peasants 
look around them, but cannot decide where to put 
their presents, 

1ST Peasant. 

How shall I express it, so to say, the thing you 
hand it round on ; so that it looks genteel like. Not 
concisely a saucer, is it ? 

Tanya. 

Directly, directly. Give them here. For the 
moment let's put them here. 

[Places them on the sofa. 
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ist Peasant. 

Now what might be his station, for example, the 
gentleman as came up to us ? 

Tanya. 
He's the valyet. 

ist Peasant. 

A straight, honest situation is a valyet's. He 

orders and arranges too, I sea \To Tanya.] And 

now, would you be one of them, too, as is in service 

here? 

Tanya. 

I'm the maid-servant ! I'm from Demensk as well 
as yourselves, don't you know ? I know you, and you, 
only this good man I don't happen to know. 

\Poirding to the third Peasant. 

3rd Peasant. 

You rockonized them there, and me you don't 

rockonize ? 

Tanya. 

You are Euthymus Antonitch ? 

ist Peasant. 
There you've verified me, you have. 



26 THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT 

Tanya. 

And you are Simon's parent — Zacharias Tripho- 

nitch? 

2nd Peasant. 
Eight! 

3rd Peasant. 

And my name will be Dmitry Chillykin. You 
roc]^onize me now ? 

Tanya. 

Now we shall know you too. 

2nd Peasant. 
Whose girl might you be ? 

Tanya. 
Aksinia's the soldier's wife, an orphan. 

ist AND 3rd Peasants. 
[TFiY^ a^stonxBhment^ Is it possible % 

2nd Peasant. 

It's not for nothing that they say : Buy a sucking 
pig for a penny, turn it into rye, and you've got a 
fat porker. 
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ist Peasant. 

A most voracious saying. YouVe a sounding re- 
semblance to a Mamzelle, you have. 

3rd Peasant. 
That's about it. O Lord, O Lord ! 

Basil Leoniditgh. 

\Beliind the scene rings the hdl and then shovis out.] 
Gregory I Gregor^ I 

ist Peasant. 

Who might that be, for example, as ruffles and 
perturbs himself in that fashion ? 

Tanya. 

That's the young master. 

3rd Peasant. 

O Lord I I said we had better wait outside, till 
we were brought in. [Silence. 

2nd Peasant. 
It's you as Simon's taking to wife, isn't it ? 
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Tanya. 
Did he write home that he was I 

\GoverB her face with her apron, 

2Qd Peasant. 
He must have, if I know it But it's not follies of 
that kind he should be filling his mind with. The 
fellow is getting spoiled, I see. 

Tanya. 

[ Vivaciously, "] No, he's not getting spoiled. Would 
you like me to send him to you ? 

2nd Peasant. 

Why send him all of a sudden? Give us time. 
We're not in a hurry to go back yet. 

[Basil Leoniditch is heard desperately shouting out 
at the top of his voice,] Gregory ! Gregory ! The 
devil take you ! 



Scene XVIII. — The foregoing. Basil Leoniditch 
is seen standing at the half-opened door in his 
shirt, adjusting his pince-nez. 

Basil Leoniditch. 
Are you all dead 1 
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Tanya. 

He's not here, sir. ... I will send him to you 
directly. 

[Moves towards the door, 

Basil Leoniditch. 

I hear a conversation going on. What scarecrows 
are those there ? Eh I 

Tanya. 

They are peasants, sir, from the Government of 

Kursk. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

[Looking at the Clerk.] And who's that ? Oh, he's 
from Bourdet's. 

[The peasants make a loto bow. Basil 
Leoniditch does not vouchsafe them the 
least notice. Gbeooby meets Tanya at 
the door. Tanya remains. 



Scene XIX. — The foregoing and Gregory. 

Basil Leoniditch. 
I told you I wanted the other boots. I can't wear 



these. 
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Gregory. 
The others are standing there toa 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Where there % 

Gregory. 
There. 

Basil Leoniditch. 
YouKe? 

Gregory. 

Well, youll see they are. 

[Exeunt Basil Leoniditch and Gregory. 



Scene XX. — The foregoing, except Basil Leoni- 
ditch and Gregory. 

3rd Peasant. 

I am thinking it's better we were gone from here, 
and we'll come again. It's not the right time now, 
don't you see. 

Tanya. 

No, don't stir. Wait a while. I'll bring you a 
plate for your presents. [Exit 
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Scene XXI. — The foregoing^ Sakhatopf, Leonidas 
Feodorovitch, and after them Feodor Ivanitch. 
The Peasants gaiher up their presents and stand 
in a row, in position, 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

[To the Peasants.] Directly, directly. Wait a bit. 
[To the Clerk.] What's this ? 

Clerk. 
Prom Bourdet's. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Ah ! from Bourdet's. 

Sakhatofp. 

[Smiling.] Oh, of course, I am far from denying 
it; but you will allow that for one of us, profane 
people, who have never witnessed the wonders you 
relate, it is no easy matter to believe. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

You say you cannot believe. We don't require 
that you should. It is investigation, not belief, that 
we are asking for. For instance, it is impossible for 
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me not to believe in the existence of this ring. And 
yet this ring was received by me from thera 

Saehatoff. 

What do you understand by ^^from there " ? Where 
did you get it from ? 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 

From the other world. Yes, I assure you, it's a 

fact. 

Saehatoff. ^ 

[Smiling,] It is very interesting, very interesting. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

As for me, insignificant individual that I am, you 
may naturally enough look upon me as a visionary 
deluding myself with a belief in the reality of things 
that are not. But surely that will not apply to Alexis 
Yladimirovitch Krooglosvetloff : I think you will 
scarcely go so far as to put him on a level with the 
man in the street — he is a learned professor, and yet 
he admits the truth of all that. And remember he 
is not alone. What do you say to Crookes, to Wallace ? 

Saehatoff. 
Oh, I don't dispute it in the least. I only say that 
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it is very interesting. I should very much like to 
know how Krooglosvetloff explains it. . 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 

He has his own theory on the subject. But you 
just drop in this evening; he is sure to be here. 
First of all Grossman will be here . . . you know, 
the celebrated thought-reader. 

Saehatoff. 
Yes, I have heard of him, but I never saw him yet. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

So much the better; the stronger the reason for 
coming this evening. Grossman will come first ; then 
Kaptshitsh, and afterwards our mediimiistic stance 
will begin. [ToFeodorIvanitch.] Has the messenger 
come back who was sent to Kaptshitsh ? 

Feodob Ivanitch. 
Not yet, sir. 

Saehatoff. 
How shall I know % 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Come in any case. If Kaptshitsh doesn't turn up, 

c 
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we shall have our own medium. Mary Ignatievna is 
a medium; not quite such a powerful one as Kaptshitsh, 
but still . . . 



Scene XXII. — The foregoing aiidTAJS^YiL^ who enters 
with plates for tlie presents. She listens to the 
conversation. 

Sakhatoff. 

[Smiling.] Yes, I know. But just tell me this. 
How is it that all mediums are members of the 
cultivated classes 1 Kaptshitsh and Mary Agnatievna, 
for instance. If mediumism is a real force, it ought 
to be found everywhere among the people, among the 
peasants as well as the rest. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

And that is the case. It often happens that we 
have but one peasant in our house, and he has turned 
out to be a medium. The other day we sent for him 
during a stance. We wanted to move the sofa, and 
we had forgotten all about him. He had probably 
fallen asleep. And would you believe it, our seance 
was over, Kaptshitsh was awake, and suddenly, with- 
out a note of warning, we observed mediumistic 
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phenomena at the other end of the room : the table 
stirred and moved forwards. 

Tanya. 

[^stc?6.] That was when I crept from under it. 

Leonidas Feodoroyitch. 

It is evident that he too is a medium; the more 

so that his face bears a striking resemblance to 

Hume's. You recollect Hume? the light-haired 

naive man. 

Sakhatoff. 

[Shrugging his shoulders,] Eeally, really? It's 
awfully interesting, you know. Why don't you test 
his powers ? 

Leonidas Feodoroyitch. 

We do test them. Besides, he is not the only one. 
There are no end of mediums, my dear fellow ; only 
we don't just happen to know them. For instance, 
it is only a few days since that an elderly woaian 
moved a stone wall 

Sakhatoff. 
Moved a stone ... a stone wall ! 

Leonidas Feodoroyitch. 
Precisely. She was lying in bed, and had not the 
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faintest suspicion that she was a medium. She simply 

leant her arm against the wall, and it moved some 

distance ofiP. 

Saehatoff. 

And did not tumble down 1 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
And did not timible down. 

Saehatoff. 

It is strange ! All right, then. Til be with you 
this evening. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Do come, old boy, don't forget. Whatever else 
may happen, there is sure to be a seance. 

[SAKHAT0FFJ9t^fs OTi JltS OVerCOttt LeONIDAS 

Feodorovitch accompanies him. 



Scene XXIII. — 77ie foregoing, with the exception of 

Sakhatoff. 

Clerk. 

[To Tanya.] Tell the mistress I'm here. Am I 
expected to pass the night in this house ? 
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Tanya. 

Wait a little. Her ladyship is going out for a 
drive with the young lady, so she will be here in 
a minute. [Eocit, 



Scene XXIV. — Tlie same, excepting Tanya. 

LeONIDAS FEODOROyiTCH. 

[Approaching the Peasants, who make a low how 
and offer him the presents they have broitght,] I don't 
want these things ! 

ist Peasant. 

[Smiling.] That is our first obligation and primeval 
duty, as it were. Just as the Commune instructed us. 

2nd Peasant. 
It's always done in these cases. 

3rd Peasant. 

Don't mention it 1 Because as we, so to say, are 
very satisfied. ... As you parents, as the saying is, 
served your parents, so to say, so is it our best wishes 
from the bottom of our heart, like, not as if . . . 

[Makes a low bow. 
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Lbonidab Feodorovitch. 

What is it that you have come about ? What are 
your wishes ? 

ist Feasant. 

WeVe come to your honour, as it were . . . 



Scene XXV. — The foregoing and Petrishtsheff, who 
rushes in breathless, in a mantle of military cut 

Is Basil Leoniditch awake ? 

[Perceiving Leonidas Feodorovitch he 
nods a salutation to him. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
You want to see my son 1 

Petrishtsheff. 
I ? Yes, IVe come for a moment to see Vovo. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Come in, come in. 

[Petrishtsheff takes off his mantle, and 
goes rapidly into BasiVs room. 
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Scene XXVI. — The foregoing^ excepting 
Pbtrishtshefp. 

Leonidas Peodorovitch. 

\To the Peasants.] Yes, I see. Well then, what 
is it that you want % 

2n(i Peasant. 
Take our presents. 

ist Peasant. 

\^miUng.'\ It signifies that they are what the 
village offers you. 

3rd Peasant, 

Don't mention it. It's nothing to make much ado 
about. We look on you as a father, belike. Don't 
mention it. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Well, I suppose there's nothing for it. . . . Feodor, 
take these things. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Give them here. \T<ike8 the presents. 
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Leonidas Feodobovitch. 
Now, let's come to business. What's it all about ? 

ist Peasant. 
We've come to your honour. 

Leonidas EeodobovitchI 

How am I to understand you. You are buying 
land, I take it ? 

ist Feasant. 

Identicately, as you've expressed it. It comes to 
pass, consequentially regarding the purchase of pro- 
priortary rights in the land. So that the Commune, as 
it were, authorises and authenticates us, for example, 
to enter into poor parlours, as by law established 
through the Imperial bank, affixing thereunto a 
revenue stamp with the date aforesaid. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

In other words, you want to buy land, through the 
bank. Is that it ? 

ist Peasant. 

Exactly, as in the summer you proposed to offer. 
The upshot of which, as it were, is the entire sum. 
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in its totality amounting to 32,864 roubles, for the 
acresition of the rights of proprietor. 

Leonidas Feodoboyitch. 

That is right enough, but how about the payment 

of that sum ? 

ist Peasant. 

The payment the Commune suggests to propose 
that in ready money should be paid down 4000 
roubles, to the last copeck, the rest in 'stalments as 
was established by propersition last summer, as it 
were. 

2nd Peasaitt. 

Take your 4000 now, that is to say, and wait for 
the rest. 

3rd Peasant. 

\S;jgfreaMng otd the rouble notes.] You may rest easy 
in hopes, we pledge ourselves, rather than anything 
of that kind, that we should turn round and say so 
and so, belikes, but we will, you may trust ... as 
we are in bounden duty. 

Leonidas Feodobovitch. 

Yes, but I wrote to you and stated distinctly that 
I am not willing to do business with you until you 
have got the whole sum together. 
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ist Peasant. 

It's perfectly voracious that that would be more 
pleasant, but it is not within the grounds of possi- 
bility. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

What's to be done 1 

ist Peasant. 

The Commune was sanguinary in the presumption 
that the proposition last summer that in 'stalments 
the sum . . . 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 

That was last year. I consented then. I cannot 
do so now. 

2nd Peasant. 

How's that % You promised, and we got the papers 
ready and scraped the money together. 

4 

3rd Peasant. 

Be merciful unto us, father. Our land is scanty. 
No place to turn a cow or a horse into, no, nor a hen, 
for the matter of that. \MakeB a law how?^ Don't 
commit a sin, father* \Bow8 low. 
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Lbonidas Feodorovitch. 

It's quite true that I consented last summer to 
accept the price in part payments spread over a 
considerable time, but that was owing to a peculiar 
circumstance. . . . . It would be inconvenient for me 
to do so now. 

2nd Peasant. 

Without that land we might just as well deprave 
ourselves of life. 

ist Peasant. 

Veridically so. Our subsistence will otherwise 
decline and decay. 

3rd Peasant. 

\Bowing low^ Father, our land is scanty. No 
place to turn a cow or a horse into, no, nor a cow 
for the matter of that. Father, be merciful unto 
us. Take the money, father. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

\Lodking at the document?^ I understand all that 
perfectly well, and I am anxious myself to do you 
a good turn. Wait a little. I'll give you a reply 
in half an hour. Feodor, say I'm not at home to 
any one. 
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Feodob Ivanitch. 

Very well, sir. 

\Exit liEONiDAs Fbodorovitch. 



Scene XXVIL — The foregoing^ excepting Leonidas 
Fbodorovitch, The Peasaitts, vmbly dejyressed. 

2nd Peasant. 

A nioe job it is. Fork out every copeck of it, 
he say& But where are you to get it from 1 

ist Peasant. 

If only he hadn't conspired us with hope last 
summer. But we were sanguinary that it was the 
proposition he made in summer. 

3rd Peasant. 

O Lord ! And there was me smoothing out the 
money. [Folding up the bank notes,] And now what 
are we going to do ? 

Feodob Ivanitch. 
What is it all about ? 
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ist Feasant. 

The whole transaction is contagient, belike, on 
this. He ofiPered last summer to wait for the money. 
The Commune deliverated over it and authorised us. 
And now he demands the whole sum in its totality. 
And the consurmation of the enterprise becomes an 
impossibility. 

Feodob Ivanitch, 
Have you much money to offer him ? 

ist Peasant. 

The whole amount, four thousand roubles, now 
ready for exceptation 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
What's the difficulty ? Save up again and collect 
till youVe got enough. 

ist Peasant. 

As it is, we collected very vehemently. There's 
not much gunpowder in your reflections, sir. 

2nd Peasant. 

If you haven't got the money, you can't spin it 
with your teeth. 
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3rd Peasant. 

We'd be only too happy, from the bottom of our 
hearts, and we may say as what it was with the 
broom, belike, that we swept together what we've got 
here to give him. 



Scene XXVIIT. — The foregoing, Basil liEONiDiTGH 
and Petrishtsheff {at the door, both sinoking 
cigarettes), 

Basil Leoniditch. 

I have already said I would. I will do my best. 
I will leave no stone unturned. But why ? 

Petrishtsheff. 

Take my word for it, if you don't get it by hook or 
by crook — well, the devil only knows what a bad 
business it will be. 

Basil Leoniditgh. 

I told you I would do my very best, and I will. 

But why so ? 

Petrishtsheff. 

Oh, it does not signify. I'm only saying that you 
should get it at any price. I'll wait. 

[Eacit, dosing the door after him. 
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Scene XXTX. — The foregoing ^ without Petrisht- 

8HEFF. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

[Waving his hand.] D — n it, it is an abominable 
bore. [The Feasants bow low to him. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

[Looking at the clerk, to Feodor Ivanitch.] Why 
don't you let this man from Bourdet's go about his 
business ? Has he moved into our house for good ? 
Look there, he's fast asleep. What have you got 
to say 1 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

He had a note; it was handed in, and he was 
ordered to wait. When Anna Favlovna leaves her 
room, he will be attended to. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

[Looking cU the Peasants and tmtfully eyeing the 
money.'] What's thisi Money, eh? Who is it 
for 1 Is that money for us 1 [To Feodor Ivanitch. 
Who are these 1 
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Feodob Iyakitch. 

Feasants from Kursk; they are come to buy 
land. 

Basil Leoniditch. 
Has it been sold to them ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

No, not yet. They are acting niggardly and won't 
pay down the money at once. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Ahl I must talk them over. \To the Peasants.] 
You are buying, eh 1 

ist Peasant. 

We are negotiating the proposition of the acresition 
of propriortary rights in the possession of the 
land. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Well, then, don't go about it in a miserly way. 
Believe me, you have no idea how necessary the 
land is to the peasants. What do you think, eh? 
It is extremely necessary. 
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ist Peasant. 

XTndoubtingly, indeed, land is the very first and 
foremost foundational want of the peasant. That's 
sure enough. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

You see that, now. Well, then, don't be close- 
fisted. What is land? Tou can sow wheat in 
ridges on it, you know. Three hundred poods * you 
can sow, a rouble a pood, three hundred roubles. 
How does that strike youl Or else mint, if you 
prefer it, to the tune of a thousand roubles the acre. 

ist Peasant. 

That is very undisputable ; all cattlegories of pro- 
ducts you can sow, if you are possessed of the concep- 
tion how to operate on it. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Decidedly mint. I studied all about that in books, 
you know. It is printed in books. I'll show it to 
you. What do you say now ? 

* A pood is a Russian weight equivalent to about thirty- 
three English pounds. . 
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• ist Peasant. 

We are convicted that all what's impertaiiiing to 
books is best-beknown to you, — erringdition, as it's 
called. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Well, then, buy. Don't be mean, but pay the 
money down. \To Eeodob Ivanitch.] Where is Papa 1 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

In his study. He gave orders that he was not to 
be disturbed. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

He is probably inquiring of the spirit whether he 
should sell the land or not, eh % 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

That I'm unable to say. I know he was un- 
decided when he went to his room. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

What do you think, Feodor Ivanitch — is he flush of 
money now 1 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

I can't say. I should think not. But why need 
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you care \ It's only last week that you had a rather 
large pile for yourself. 

Basil Leonidttgh. 

You know I spent that on the dogs. And here 
now is our new society in full swing ; and Petrisht- 
shefiF is elected ; and I borrowed money of him, and 
now IVe got to pay the money for him and for my- 
self. How does that strike you 1 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
What new society is that 1 The Bicycle Club 1 

Basil Leoniditch. 

No ; m tell you directly. If s a new society. An 
extremely serious society, I may say. And do you 
know who is President ? Eh ? 

Feodob Ivanitch. 
What is it for — what are its objects 

Basil Leoniditch. 

A society for the encouragement of the breeding of 
ancient canine Russian dogs. How does that strike 
youl What's more, to-day the first meeting and 
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lunch oome off. But, hang it, Fm out of money. 
Ill go to him and see whether I can raise anything 
there. \ExiL 



Scene XXX. — The Peasaitis, Feodob Iyanitch, 

and the Clerk. 

ist Peasant. 

\To Feodob Ivanitch.] Who might that gentle- 
man be? 

Feodob Iyanitch. 

[Smiling,] The young master. 

3rd Peasant. 

The heir, you may say. O Lord ! [Hides the nioney.] 
Better put it up, I can see, for the present. 

ist Peasant. 

They told us he was a military officer in the ser- 
vice of the cavalry, as it were. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

No; as an only son he is exempt from military 
service. 
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3rd Feasant. 

Left at home, that is, to maintain his parents. 
That is what it is. 

2nd Peasant. 

\Shjaking his head.] Just the man to maintain 
them, that's sure. 

3rd Feasant. 
OLord! 



Scene XXXL — Feodob Iyanitch, the three Feasants. 
Basil Leoniditch, who is standing on the thresh- 
old along with Leonidas Feodobovitch. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

The old story. It's always so. Confoundedly 
queer it is too. At one time I'm asked why I'm 
loafing about doing nothing. And here now when 
I've found an occupation and am busy at it — a society 
is founded, a serious society with noble aims — I am 
grudged a miserable 300 roubles * . • , 

Leonidas Feodobovitch. 

I told you I can't, and I can't. I haven't got tiie 
money ; that's the long and the short of it. 

* £zo. 
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Basil Leonidttgh. 
Why, youVe sold the land, just now. 

Leonidas Pbodorovitch. 

In the first place, I did not sell the land ; in the 
second place, leave me in peace. I told you I have 
no time now. \Bang9 the door. 



Scene XXXII. — The foregoing^ vdtJiotU Leonidas 

Feodoeovitch. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 
I told you that this was not the proper time. 

Basil Lboniditoh. 

A nice position, I can tell you. Eh ? I'll go to 

Mamma, that's my only hope of salvation. Father 

is going crazy with his spiritualism, he is positively 

forgetting us all. [Goes upstairs, 

[Feodor Ivanitch sits down to his newspaper. 
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Scene XXXIIL — The foregoing, Bbtst and Mart 
KoNSTANTiNOVNA ate 86671 comtng downstairs. 
They are followed by Gbegobt. 

Betst. 

Is the carriage ready 1 

Gregory. 
It is being brought up to the door. 

Betsy. 

[To Mary Konstantinovna.] Come, come ! I saw 
that it was himself. 

Mary Konstantinovna. 

Who is himself ? 

Betsy. 

You know well enough that I mean Petrisht- 
sheff. 

Mary Konstantinovna. 

Where is he ? 

Betsy. 

Sitting in Vovo's room. In a moment you'll 
see him. 
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MaBT KONBTANnNOVNA. 

What, if it's not himself ? 

\The Feasants make a low bow, 

Betst. 

[To the Clebk.] Ah, you are from Bourdet's with 
the dress 1 

Clebk. 

Yes, Misa Do you order it to be taken in, and 
me to be allowed to go ? 

Betst. 

Oh, that's not my affair. Mamma will see to that. 
It's for Mamma. 

Clerk. 

I don't know anything about that. Miss. My 
orders were to deliver it here and get paid for it. 

Betsy. 
Very well, wait a whila 

Maby Konstantikovna. 

Is this the dress we were talking about ? the dress 
for the charade 1 
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Betsy. 

Yes, a charming costume it is. But Mamma won't 
take it, and doesn't want to pay for it. 

Mart Konstantinovna. 
Why not 1 

Betst. 

Tou had better ask her. Five hundred roubles is 
a trifle to pay for Vovo's dogs ; but a hundred roubles 
for a costume for me is decreed exorbitant. I cannot 
play a part in the charade dressed like a scarecrow. 
[Pointing to the Peasants.] And who are these ? 



Gbegobt. 
Peasants, come to buy some land. 



Betsy. 

I took them for huntsmen. Tou are not sports- 
men 1 

ist Peasaitt. 

Not by no means, Miss. We are come concerning 
the termination of the sale of the lease of the land to 
Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Betsy. 
How is that, when I know that sportsmen were to 
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come to Vovol Are you quite sure you are not 
sportsmen? \The Peasants remain silent,'] What 
blockheads. [Goes up to the door and shouts,'] Vovo ! 
[Latighs,] 

MaBT KONSTANTINOyNA. 

Why, it is only a moment since we met him. 

Betst. 

What need is there of reminding me of that? 
Vovo, are you here? 



Scene XXXIV. — The foregoing and Petbishtsheff. 

Petrishtsheff. 

Vovo is not here, but I am prepared to act in his 
name and to execute everything required Good 
morning ! Good morning, Mary Konstantinovna 1 
[Shakes Betsy's liand a long time and violently ; 
then Mary Konstantinovna's. 

2nd Peasant. 
You'd swear he was shaking the handle of a pump. 

Betsy. 

You cannot take his place, but still you are better 
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than nothing. [Laughs,] What is this business of 
yours with Vovo 1 

Petrishtshepf. 

Business? It is business of a financial ... I 
mean, that is to say, our business is fie ! an^ at the 
same time nancial, and besides that financial. 

Betsy. 
What does nancial mean ? 

Petbishtsheff. 

What a question ! That's the point of the thing, 
that it does not mean anything 1 

Betsy. 

That's not a successful pun ; not at all successful. 

[LaugJis, 

Petbishtsheff. 

You cannot expect a successful one every time, 
you know. It is a kind of lottery. It is blank, blank, 
blank for a time, and then suddenly a priza 

[Feodob Ivanitch enters Leonidas 
Feodoboyitch's sttidy. 



6o THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT. 

Scene XXXV. — The foregoingy without Feodob 

ivanitch. 

Betsy. 

Anyhow, thai was not a prize. But tell me, were 
you at the Mergassoffs yesterday ? 

Fetbishtsheff. 

Not so much at the Mh^ Gaasoff as at the Ph-e 
Gassoff, and not even the Ph'e Gassoff but the fits 
Gassoff, 

Betsy. 

Can't you possibly get on without a pun ? It's a 

positive diseasa Were the Gypsies * there ? 

[Laughs. 
Fetbishtsheff. 

[Singing.^ "On their aprons cocks with golden 

combs." 

Betsy. 

How lucky you are. We were being bored at 
Fofo's yesterday. 

Fetbishtsheff. 
\Gontinuing to sing.] " And she swore a solemn 

* Gypsies. — These are often invited to sing for the guests at 
evening parties in St. Petersburg and Moscow. Their r^r- 
toire is exceedingly and not undeservedly popular. — Trans. 
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oath she'd be faithful to me." . . . What's the next 
line ? Mary Konstantinovna^ what's the next line ? 

MaBY KONSTANTINOyNA. 

" For a fleeting hour". . . 

Petrishtshepp, 

What ? What, Mary Konstantinovna ? 

\BurBtB out laughing, 

Betsy. 

Cessez, voua devenez impossible. 

Petbishtsheff. 
J*ai cesse, fai b^be, fai dide. . . 

Betsy. 

I know one way to make you leave off pxmning — 
that is, to make you sing. Come to Yovo's room; 
he has a guitar. Come, Mary Konstantinovna, come 
along ! 

[Betsy, Maby Konstantinovna, and Petbisht- 
sheff enter Basil Leoniditch's room^ 



62 THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT, 

Scene XXXVI. — Gbeooby, ihe three Peasants, 

and the Clerk. 

ist Feasant. 
Who might they be ? 

Gbeooby. 

One of them is the young lady, the other is the 
Mamzelle who teaches her music. 

ist Peasant. 

Promotes her in science, as it were. How tidy 
she is. A jennying portrait. 

2nd Peasant. 

Why don't they marry her off ? She is of age if 

I'm not out. 

Gregory. 

We don't live in the country. Girls don't marry 
here when they are fifteen. 

ist Peasant. 

And that makings of a man — would he be a 

musician, like ? 

Gregory. 

A musician like! . . . You know nothing about 
these matters. 
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ist Peasant. 

That's a verity. It's our stupidness and want of 

eddication. 

3rd Peasant. 
OLord! 

\From Basil Leoniditch*s room the music 

of a guitar is audible and the singing of 

gypsey songs. 



Scene XXXVIL — The foregoing and the Cleek. 
Simon amies in followed by Tanya. Tanta 

watches carefully the meeting betweeen father and 

son, 

Geeoory. 

What do you want here ? 

Simon. 
IVe been sent to Mr. KaptshisL 

Qbbgoby. 
Well, and what's the answer ? 

Simon. 

He ordered me to say that he could not possibly 
come to-day. 
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Gregory. 
All right, I'll deliver the message. \ExiU 



Scene XXXVIII. — The sarm^ mihout Gregory. 

Simon. 

\To his father,'] Hope you're well, father ! Best 

respects, Uncle Ephimios, and Uncle Dmitry. All 

well at home ? 

2nd Feasant. 

Eight well, Simon. 

ist Peasant. 
Well, brother. 

3rd Peasant. 

Well, lad. Are you alive ? 

Simon. 
[Smtling.l Come along, father, let's have some tea. 

2nd Peasant. 

Wait till we get our hands free. Don't you see 

we've no time now ? 

Simon. 

All right, I'll be waiting for you outside on the 
steps. [Exit. 
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Tanya. 

\Running after him.'\ Why didn't you mention it 

now. 

Simon. 

How could I talk of it now before them all 1 Give 
me tima When we go to have a glass of tea, I'll 
speak of it. [Eicit 

Scene XXXTX. — The foregoing, without Simon. 
Feodor Ivanttch appears and sits doicn near 
the window toith his newspaper, 

ist Peasant. 

Could you say, good sir, how our business is 

progressing ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Patience ; in a few minutes he will leave his room. 

He is just finishing. 

Tanya. 

[To Feodor Ivanitch.] And how do you know, 
Feodor Ivanitch, that he is finishing ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

I know, because, when all the questions are over, he 
always reads aloud all the questions and the answers. 

E 
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Tanya. 
Is it really trae, that with a plate you can talk 
with the spirits ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
It must be true, if it's done. 

Tanya. 

Well, and if they tell him to sign^the'paper, he 
will sign it ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Of course he will. 

Tanya. 

But they don't talk in words ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
With an alphabet. When they stop at a letter, 

he notes it. 

Tanya. 

And how is it he's in a skmce 1 , , , 



Scene XL. — The foregoing and Leonidas 
Feodorovitch. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Well, my friends, I cannot. I should very much 
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like to, but I cannot. If you bring the full sum, 
then it will be different. 

ist Peasant. 

That would be the desirablest thing, indeed you 

rightly observes, but the people are poor, and it*s 

impossible. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

I cannot, I cannot possibly. Here is the docu- 
ment ; I cannot sign it. 

3rd Peasant. 
Take pity on us, father, have mercy on us ! 

2nd Peasant. 

Is that a square way of acting? It*s an insult, 

it is. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

It is not an insult, brothers. I told you last 
summer that if you wanted it done, you ought to 
do it then. You refused, and now I cannot consent. 

3rd Peasant. 

Father, have mercy on us ! How are we to live 
now? The land is scanty, there's no place to turn 
a cow or a horse into — no, nor a hen, for the matter 
of that. 

[Leonidas Feodorovitch, about to leave the room, 
stands on the threshold of the door. 
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Scene XLL — The foregoing. The Mistress of the 
house and the Doctor coming downstairs^ followed 
by Basil Leoniditch in a cheerful and playful 
humour. He is putting money into his purse. 

MTSTRES& 

[Laced up tight ; hat on head.] So I'm to take it ? 

Doctor* 

K you have a repetition of the symptoms, by all 
means take it. But above all things, turn over a 
new leaf. How can you expect a thick syrup to pass 
through a thin little hair tube, if we squeeze the tube ? 
It's impossible. It's just the same with the biliary 
duct. It is a very simple thing. 

Mistress. 
Very well, very well 

Doctor. 

It is always "Very well, very well," and every- 
thing goes on as before ; but it cannot always go on 
like that. No, no, it's impossible. Grood-bye. 

Mistress. 

No, not good-bye, but only au revoir. 1 expect to 
see you in the evening, you know. "Without your 
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presence and advice I shall not be able to summon 
up resolution enough. 

DOCTOB. 

All right, all right ; if I have time I'll look in. 

[ Kosit. 

ScBNB XLII. — The foregoing^ without the Doctor. 

Mistress. 

\Percewing the Peasants.] What's this? what's 
this ? What people are these ? 

\The Peasants how low. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

They are peasants from the government of Kursk, 

come to arrange about buying land of Leouidas 

Feodorovitch. 

Mistress. 

I can see that they are peasants, but who gave 
them admittance % 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

The master himself gave orders. He was here a 

moment ago, and talked to them about the terms of 

sale. 

Mistress. 

What sale? It is not at all necessary to sell. 
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But what's infinitely more important than that, how 
dare any one allow people to walk in here from the 
street ) People from off the streets ! How is it 
possible to admit people into the house who have 
passed the night — Heaven knows where. . . . 
\Grow8 more and more excited!] Every fold of their 
clothes, I am convinced, is peopled with microbes; 
microbes of scarlatina; small-pox microbes; diph- 
theria microbes. Why, they are from Kursk, 
actually from the government of Kursk, where there 
is an epidemic of diphtheria. . . . Doctor, doctor ! 
Call back the doctor ! 

[Leoxidas Feodorovitch goes oiU, shut- 
ting the door behind him. Gregoby 
runs out after the Doctor. 



Scene XLIII. — The foregoing, without Leonidas ' 
Feodorovitch and Gregory. 

Basil Leonidttch. 

\Pufflng the smoke of his cigarette in the faces of 
the Peasants.] Don't worry, Mamma; if you like, 
I will smoke them so thoroughly that the microbes 
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will never survive the operation. How does that 
strike you ? 

\The Mistress is severely silent, awaiting 
the Doctok's return, 

Basil Leoniditch. 

[To the Peasants.] Do you fatten swine ? That's 
a profitable operation, I can tell you 1 

ist Peasant. 

Undoubtingly we turn our intention to swinish 
matters at times. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Animals like this ; grunt, grunt I 

\Orunts like a pig, 

MiSTBESa 

Vovo, Vovo ! be quiet ! 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Is it like the real thing? How does it strike 

you? 

ist Peasant. 

TJndubiously there's a coinciding resemblance, Uke 

2nd Peasant. 
What's the good of it? 
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3rd PEASAirr. 

I said it would be far better for us to have waited 
outside, I did. 



Scene XLIV. — The foregoing ^ the Doctor, anA 

Gbegobt. 

Doctor. 

Well, what is the matter nowl What has 
happened % 

Mistress. 

You say I must keep from getting excited. How 

is that possible, I ask ? I have kept aloof from my 

sister, refusing to see her, and I keep away from all 

doubtful visitors most scrupulously. And here, if 

you please, without word or warning, are people 

from Kursk, straight from Kursk, where there is 

an epidemic of diphtheria, who come into the heart 

of my house ! 

Doctor. 

You allude to these Trojans ) 

M18TRES& 
Yes, straight from a place infected with diphtheria ! 
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Doctor. 

Certainly, if they have come from a district infected 
with diphtheria, it is rash of them to enter the house, 
but still there is no reason why you should worry 
yourself too much about it. 

Mistress. 
But you yourself are always prescribing caution. 

Doctor. 

Certainly, no doubt ; but still there are no grounds 
for becoming excited. 

Mistress. 

How so? Thorough disinfection is indispensable, 

I presume. 

Doctor. 

Ko, not complete disinfection. That is rather 

expensive ; three hundred roubles and probably more. 

I will satisfy all the requirements of the case more 

cheaply and more effectually. Take to a large bottle 

of water . . . 

Mistress. 
Boiled water ? 

Doctor. 

It's all the same. Boiled is better. . . . Well, take 
to a large bottle of water a table-spoonful of salicylic 
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acid, and give orders that everything be washed 
thoroughly that came in contact with them. The 
Trojans themselves, of course, you must get rid of 
at once. That's all. . Then you may defy the 
microbes to do their worst. Yes, you may also 
sweeten the air with a glass or two of the same 
liquid through a spray bottle; you will then see 
how fresh and pleasant the air is. Perfectly safe. 
No danger I 

MiSTBESS. 

Where is Tanya ? Call Tanya. 



Scene XLV. — The foregoing and Tanya. 

Tanya. 

What are your orders, Ma'am ? 

MiSTBESS. 

You know the large bottle in the . . . room l^ 

Tanya. 

The one from which the washerwoman was sprinkled 

yesterday. 

Mistress. 

Quite so ; what other is there ? Well, then, go and 
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take that bottle — ^but first of all wash the place where 
they are standmg with soap, then with this . . . 

Tanya. 

Yes, Ma'am, I know how. 

MiSTRESa 

Then take the spray bottle . . . But I shall be 
home myself by that time, and I will do it myself. 

Doctor. 

Do that, and have no fear. Good-bye, then, till 
this evening I [Exit, 

Scene XLVI. — The foregoingt withovi the Doctor. 

M1STRE8& 

Turn them out, turn them out. Let the very smell 
of them vanish from hera Out with you, out. Go, 
I say ; what are you gazing at ? 

ist Feasant. 

It's a fact that we only in our stupidness, like, the 
proposition made to us . . . 

Gregory. 
[Ushering them out.^ Go now, go. 
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2nd Peasant. 
Give me my handkerchief. 

3rd Peasant. 

O Lord ! I said we had had better wait outside, I 
did. [Gregory chtLcks him out. 



Scene XL VII. — Mistress, Gregory, Feodor 

IvANiTCH, Tanya, Basil Leoniditch, and the 

Clerk. 

Clerk. 

[After having made several futile attempts to get in 
a word,^ Will there be any answer ? 

Mistress. 

Ah, you are from Bourdet*s? [Grovoing excited,^ 
None, none whatever, and you may take it back. 
I told her that I did not order a costume like that, 
and that I will not permit my daughter to wear it. 

Clerk. 

I do not know anything about that. I have been 
sent here, and I have come. 
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Mistress. 

Go — go now, and take it away with you. I will 

call myself. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

\&olemrdyi\ Ambassador from Bourdet's, retrace 

your steps ! 

Clerk. 

You might have said so long ago. I have been 
five hours here waiting here. 

Basil Leoniditch. 
Ambassador from Bourdet's, retrace your steps ! 

Mistress. 
Cease, please. \The Clerk leaves. 



Scene XLVIII. — The foregoing^ toUhout the Clerk. 

MiSTRESa 

Betsy ! Where is she ? I always have to wait 

for her. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

[Qrying out with all his mighty Betsy ! Petiisht- 
sheff ! Come quickly ! Quicker I Quicker ! How 
does that strike you ? 
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Scene XLIX. — The foregoing^ Pbtrishtshbfp, Betsy, 
and. Mart Konstantinovna. 

Mistress. 
I have always got to wait for you. 

Betsy. 

'On the contrary, it is I who am waiting for you. 
[Petrishtshepp hows his head only and 
kisses the Mistress's hand. 

Mistress. 

Good morning! [2b Betsy.] You must always 

have the last word ! 

Betsy. 

Mamma, if you are in a bad temper, I had rather 

not go out at alL 

Mistress. 

Are we going out for a drive — ^yes or no ? 

Betsy. 
Yes, I suppose there's nothing for it. 

Mistress. 
Did you see the man from Bourdet's ? 
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Betsy. 

Yes, and I was very glad. I ordered the costume, 
and will wear it when it is paid for. 

Mistress. 

I will not pay for it, nor will I allow you to wear 
an unbecoming costume. 

Betsy. 

Why unbecoming ? It was becoming before. You 
have an attack of prudery now, Mamma. 

Mistress. 

It is not prudery. Let the bodice be cut differently, 
and then you may wear it. 

Betsy. 
But, Mamma, that is entirely out of the question. 

Mistress. 

Put on your clothes. 

\They dt down, Gregory draws on their hoots. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Mary Konstantinovna ! Do you remark how 
empty the antechamber is ? 
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Mart Konstantinovna. 
What about it % [LaugJis in anticipation. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Bourdet's man is gone. How does it strike you ? 
Isn't it a good one ? [Laughs boisterously. 

Mistress. 

Let us be going. [Passes out at the doovy but in- 
stantaneously returns,] Tanya ! 

Tanya. 
What are your orders, ma'am 1 

Mistress. 

See that JPiffka does not catch cold while I am 
away. If she wants to be let out, you must first put 
out her yellow dressing-gown. She is not quite well 

to-day. 

Tanya. 
Yes, ma'am. 

[Exeunt Mistress, Betsy, and Gregory. 
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Scene L. — Petbishtsheff, Basil Leoniditch, 
Tanya, anA Feodor Ivanitch. 

Petbishtsheff. 
Well, did you get it ? 

Basil Leoniditch. 

With no end of difficulty, I can tell you. At first 
I tried my male parent — he whooped and turned me 
out. Then I repaired to my female parent and got 
it. It's here. ^Slajps his pocketJ] If I once set my 
mind on a thing, it won't easily elude my grasp. . . . 
I have the clutch of a dead man. How does that 
strike you ? To-day I expect to get my wolf-hounds. 
[Petrishtsheff and Basil Leoniditch pid 

on their overcoats and leave the house. 

Tanya follows them. 



Scene LI. — Feodor Ivanitch alone. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Yes, nothing but unpleasantness. How is it that 
they cannot live in harmony ? To tell the truth, the 
young generation is not what it might be. And the 
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kingdom of women 1 A short while ago Leonidas 
Feodorovitch thought of interfering, but he saw that 
she was in an ecstasy, and he banged the door. A 
man of rare goodness ! Yes, of rare goodness. . . . 
What's this % Tanya bringing them back again 1 



Scene LII. — Feodor Ivanitch, Tanya, and, 
the three Peasants. 

Tanya. 
Go in, go in, my good men. It's all right. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
What do you mean by bringing them back again ? 

Tanya. 

How can I help it, little father, Feodor Ivanitch, 
something must be done for them. I'll wash the 
place they stood upon as well after they've been on 
it twice as once. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Nothing will come of it. I can see that very well 

as it is. 

ist Peasant. 

How might it be encompressed, good men, that our 
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business should be concluded to a proper termination. 
You give yourself a little trouble, your honour, in 
some way, and we will do our part, and will offer you 
presentable gratitude — ^will get it from the Commime, 
to undamnify and attribute you for the trouble as 
you're taking, if belikes you'll be so good. 

3rd Peasant. 

Do, my diamond, do your best; we can't live if 
you don't. Too little land, that's how as what's 
wrong ; no place to turn a cow or a horse into, no, 
nor a hen, for the matter of that. 

\They make low hows, 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

I am awfully sorry for you, brothers, but I'm 
blessed if I know what to do. I gauge the whole 
thing pretty well. He refused point blank. What's 
to be done now? And the mistress, too, is dead 
against the sale. I don't see what can be done 
But let me have the document — I'll go and try what 
I can do. I'll ask him to consent. \^Exit 
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HcEsn LUL — ^IjunrA and (he three FEASkwa. The 

latter ngh mmamfuHy. 

Tajhta. 

Now t^ me, mj good men, fdiafs the hitch in the 

Domeit f 

ist Peasakt. 

It's onlj the signature of the affixing of his hand 

to the docnment. 

Tahta. 

Onl J tiiai the master should sign the paper ? Is 

that it? 

ist Peasaht. 

Onlj that he should fix his signature and take the 
money, and there's an end to it. 

3rd Peasaht. 

OdIj that he should say : what the peasants wish, 
I wish the sama And that's the whole businesa 
He takes and writes his name and it's over. 

Takta. 

Only to write his name ? Only to put his name to 

the paper? {Reflects, 

ist Peasant. 

That's truly what it comes to ; all is containgent 
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from that. Let him write and there's no more trouble 

about it. 

Tanya. 

You just wait till Feodor Ivanitch has tried his 
hand. If he fails, I have a card to play. 

2nd Peasant. 
You'll bamboozle him, belike. 

Tanya. 
I'U try. 

3rd Peasant. 

Well, girl, you're going to bother and worry your- 
self for us. Mind this, now, if you bring this thing 
through, we bind and obligate ourselves all our lives 
to get you your livelihood from the Commune. 
That's what we'll do. 

ist Peasant. 

If you get it done truly and really, and no nonsense, 

it's harmonious to reason that we will gild your trouble 

for you. 

2nd Peasant. 

That's clear anyhow. 

Tanya. 

I won't promise it for certain. As the saying is : 
" You never know what you can do " . . . 
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ist Feasant. 
"Till you try." That's a true saying, as no one 
will deny. 



Scene LIV. — The foregoing and Feodor Ivanitch. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 
No, brothers, it's no go. He has not consented, 
and won't consent. Here, take your paper back. 
Gk) your ways. There's no chance. 

ist Feasant. 
\Takeii the paper. To Tanya.] Now we fasten our 
hopes, as it were, to you. 

Tanya. 

Directly, directly. Go away now and wait in the 
street outside, and I will be out in a minute or two, 
and will tell you how things are going. 

[The Feasants leave. 



Scene LV. — Feodob Ivanitch and Tanya. 

Tanya. 
Feodor Ivanitch, my dove, announce to the master 
that I wish to see him. I have a word to say to him. 
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Feodor Ivanttch. 
What new vagary is this ? 

Tanya. 

It's necessary, Feodor Ivanitch. Go and tell him, 
please, like a good man. There's nothing wrong in 
it, as God is my witness. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
What is your business with him ? 

Tanya. 

It's a little secret. I'll tell it to you afterwards. 
Go and tell him now. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

\BmUing^ I can't for the life of me make out what 
plan you count on carrying out ! All right, I'll go 
and tell him. \EQcit. 

Scene LVI. — Tanya alone. 

Tanya. 

Yes, I will do it. Why, I myself heard him say 
that Simon had spritualistic power, and I know all 
about how it is done. Nobody found out then. And 
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now III pot Simon np to it. If nothing comes of it, 
nobody wiU be very much the worsa It's not as if 
it were a sin. 



Scene LVII. — Tanya, Leonidas Feodorovitch, and, 
foUowtng them, Feodob Ivanttch. 

Leonidas Feodoroyitch. 
[Smiling.] There's the petitioner. What is your 

business? 

Tanya. 

A little secret, sir. Would you let me tell it to 

you alone ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

What is it ? Feodor, go out for a moment 



Scene LVIII. — Leonidas Feodorovitch and Tanya. 

Tanya. 

I've lived and been brought up in your house, sir, 

and as I'm very grateful for everjrthing I'll speak 

out as I would to my own dear father, if I had one. 

Simon is living in your house, and he wants to 

marry me. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Really ! 
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Tanya. 
I am speaking to you straightforward, as to God 
Himself. I have no one, sir, to counsel or advise me. 
I am an orphan, sir. 

Leonidas Feodobovitch. 
Well, it's all right, my girl. He seems a good 

sort of fellow. 

Tanya. 

That's the pure truth you're saying, sir. I wanted 
to ask you, sir. There's one thing as Tve noticed 
about him, and I can't make it out, whether it's not 
something very bad. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
He drinks, does he ? 

Tanya. 

No, sir; God be praised, he does not. But it 

happens that I know there is spritualism in him, 

like . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

You know that, you say ? 

Tanya. 
O dear, yes, sir ! I understand it very well Others 
as are in ignorance, like, they don't see it, but . . . 
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Leonidas Feodorovitgh. 
Woll, and what of that ? 

Tanya. 
1 nm doubtful about Simon, sir. It happens to 
\\\\\\ Hometimes does this . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

What happens ? 

Tanya. 

Like spritualism. Ask the servants and they'll 
t*oU you, sir. If he only falls asleep at table, the 
t^ble begins to quake and quiver and crack like this : 
tuk. tuk, tuk ! All the servants heard it. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Precisely what I asserted this morning to Sergius 
Ivanitch. Well ? 

Tanya. 

Yes, sir, and — when was it ? Yes, on Wednesday. 

We sat down to dinner, and the moment we were 

seated, the spoon with a hop came straight into his 

hand. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Ah ! this is interesting. Hopped into his hand ? 
Was he dozing ? 
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Tanya. 
I did not notice, sir ? I think he was, though. 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 
Well? 

Tanya. 

Well, I am in doubt about this, sir, whether it may 

not all lead to something bad. You see, I shall have 

to live all my life with him, and to have anything 

wrong . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

{Similing,^ Oh, not at all, my girl. There's nothing 
wrong in that. It means simply that he is a medium^ 
only a medium. I knew before that he was a medium. 

Tanya. 
Oh really ! . . . And I was terribly afraid % 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Don't be alarmed, my girl. It's all right \To 
himself,^ This is fortunate. Kaptshish won't be 
here this evening, so we can test his powers. . . . 
No, don't trouble, my dear girl, he'll make a good 
husband, and things will be very pleasant. . . . This 
is a special power ; every one has it. Only in some 
it is very feeble, in others it is much stronger. 
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Tanya. 
I am very thankful to you, sir. Now I shall not 
be afraid. I know now. That's what comes from 
our benightedness ! 

Leonidas Feodokovitch. 
No, don't fear anything. It's all right Feodor ! 



Scene LIX. — The foregoing and Feodob Ivanitch. 

Leonidas Feodoroyitch. 
I am going out. Prepare everything for the seance 

this evening. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

But Kaptshish said he would not be able to come, 

sir. 

Leonidas Feodobovitch. 

That does not signify. [Putting his overcoat on.] 
We shall have a test seance with our own medium. 

[Exit Feodob Ivanitch accompanies him. 



Scene LX. — Tanya alone. 

Tanya. 
He believed me, he believed me? [Screams and 
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dances for joy, ^ Now, 1*11 carry it through, if Simon 
only is not too timid. 



Scene LXI. — Tanya and Feodor Ivanitch {who has 

returned). 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Well, have you told him your secret ? 

Tanya. 

I have; and 1*11 tell it to you too, only after- 
wards. ... I have a favour to ask of you too, 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Of me ? Let's hear what it is. 

Tanya. 

[BashfullyJ] You have been a second father to 

me. I will open my heart to you as I would to God 

Himself. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Don't go beating about the bush. Go straight to 
the point. What is it ? 

Tanya. 

What is it ? Well, it is ... it is .. . you know. 
Simon is going to marry me. 
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Feodor Ivanitch. 

Ah! now I remember that I often noticed 
that . . . 

Tanta. 

Why should I hide it? I am a poor orphan. 
You know yourself how things are done in a city, 
how every one pesters a girl like myself. There's 
Gregory, now, I never get a moment's peace or quiet 
from him. And you know that other man. . . . 
They think I have no soul, that I was made only for 
their pleasure and for nothing else. . . . 

Feodor IvANrrcH. 

You are a wise and well-conducted girL What 
next? 

Tanya. 

Simon wrote home to his father, and he — his father, 
I mean — saw me to-day and said it was one of his 
pranks— of his son, and as how he was spoiled. 
Feodor Ivanitch! [curtseys to him'] be a father to 
me, talk with the old man, with Simon's father. I 
could take them to the kitchen, and you might drop 
in and have a chat with the old man. 
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Feodob Ivanitch. 

\Smili7ig^ I am to be a sort of go-between, as it 
were ? All right, I won't gainsay it. 

Tanya. 

Feodor Ivanitch, my dove ! be a father to me, and 
for the rest of my life I will never cease to pray to 
God for you. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

All right, all right. I'll do it. I promise to 
arrange it. \Ta'ke» up the newspaper, 

Tanya. 
You are a second father to me. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 
All right, thatll do. 

Tanya. 
Then I'll be in hopes . . . that . . . [Exit 
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ScEXE LXII. — Feodob Ivanitch al&m. 



Feodob Ivanitch. 

\Shald'n/g his head,] An afioption'slte girl, and a 
good one. And when you come to think of it, how 
many of such as she is are lost, ruined ! Make but 
one false step, you slip and sink up to your armpits. 
. . . And then no one will even as much as dis- 
cover you in the slough. She's as good a girl as dear 
Nutty. . . . She too was a dear girl — her mother 
brought her into the world, fondled her, brought her 
up. . . . [Taking up his newspaper,] Well, how is our 
Ferdinand going to get himself out of the mess, I 
wonder. . . . 



Curtain. 



End of the First Act. 



ACT SECOND. 

The interior of the servants^ kitchen. The Peasants 
toith their coats ojf, covered with perspiration, are 
seen sitting at table drinking tea. Feodor Ivan- 
itch is smoking a cigar at the other end of the 
stage. The old Cook is on the stove; he is not 
visible during the first four scenes. 



Scene I. — The three Peasants and Feodor Ivanitch. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

My advice to you is, don't hinder him. If he 
wishes it and she wishes it, God be with them. She 
is a good, honest girl If she is a little dressy, don't 
let that disturb you. That's the city fashion ; she 
wouldn't get on without it. But she is an intelligent 
girl, I can tell you. 

2nd Peasant. 
If he does wish it so very much, why, I suppose it 

97 Q 
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most be. It's he as has got to live with her, not me. 
But there's no getting over it — she is a heap too dean 
and tidy like. How could you get her into a hut like 
oars? She would not let her mother-in-law lay a 

finger on her. 

Fbodob Iyasttch. 

That, brother, comes not from tidiness, bat from 
character. If she's of a qaiet, good disposition, shell 
be obedient and respectfaL 

2nd Peasant: 

If the fellow's so entangled that he can't do without 
her, I won't stand in his way. It woald be a good 
deal worse to cross her first and have to live with her 
afterwards. I'D take counsel with my old woman, 
and Grod'U look after the rest. 

Feodob Ivanttch. 
Your hand here, old boy. 

2nd Peasant. 
Yes, I see it's come to that 

ist Peasant. 

It's a lucky star as you was bom under, Zacharias. 
You came here to consurmate the signing of a pur- 
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chase of land, and here's a queen going to marry 
your son. You've got to sprinkle the business now 
so as it'll look in behoving order. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

That's not at all necessary. 

\A.n embarrassing silence, 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

I know your peasant life as well as any man 
among you. I can tell you I have been often think- 
ing myself of buying a piece of ground somewhere, 
building a house, and living as a peasant. In your 
district, for all I care. 

2nd Peasant. 
A very good thing ! 

ist Peasant. 

Undoubtingly with money you can percure in the 
country every prosperity and pleasure. 

3rd Peasant. 

That's known. Life in the country is more of a 
freer kind, like, than in the city. Who is there as 
doesn't know that ? 
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Feodor iTAinrcH. 

Well, and would you accept me as a member of 
your Commimey if I were to go to your place to settle 
down! 

2iid Peasant. 

Why should wet Treat the old man to spirits, 
and they'll take you in the twinkling of an eye. 

ist Peasant. 

And if you open a public-house or a beer-shop 
your life will be so happy — youTl never want to die. 
Youll be a king, and there's an end of it. 

Feodob Ivanttch. 

We'll see about that. But I do feel a hankering 
after rest and quiet in my old days. My life here is 
pleasant enough, and 111 be very sorry to give it up ; 
the master is a good soul, there are few like him 
anywhere. 

ist Peasant. 

Undubiously trua But how about our business? 
Is it all up % 

Feodor Ivanttch. 

He would be only too glad. 
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2nd Peasant. 
Ah, he's afraid of the wife, that's clear. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Not afraid, but she won't consent either. 

3rd Peasant. 

You might put your shoulder to the wheel, and 
set it going for us, father ; if not, how are we to 
live ? The land is scanty. . . . 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Let's see what'U come of Tanya's attempt. She 
said she'd pull it througL 

3rd Peasant. 

\pr%nldng Ms tea,] Have mercy on us, father; 
the land is scanty, there's no place to turn a cow or 
a horse into, no, nor a hen, for the matter of that. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Oh, if the decision lay with me. [To the 2nd 
Peasant.] So, brother, we are matchmakers and kins- 
folk, you and myself. Tanya's business is settled. 
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2nd Peasant. 

When I said yes, I won't go back of it, unless I 
have a drop in me. Oh, if we only brought that 
business to an end ! 



Scene IL — The foregoing. The Female Cook appears^ 

glances at the stove, makes signs to it, thereupon 

begins to converse in a lively manner with Feodor 

ivanitch. 

Female Cook. 

Simon has been called up from the clean kitchen * 

upstairs ; the master and the other one, that calls up 

spirits with him — the bald-headed one, you know, and 

they ordered him to carry on theifl doings in place of 

Kaptshish. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

What are you telling such lies for ? 

Female Cook. 

I'm not telling lies. James has just been and told 
Tanya. 

* In aristocratic houses in Russia there are two kitchens : 
the one for the servants, where they cook their food and eat it ; 
the other for the master's family. The former is called the 
servants', or the black kitchen, the latter the white kitchen. 
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Feodob Ivakitch. 
A rum thing, this is ! 



Scene III. — Ths foregoing and the Coachman. 

FBOBdB IVANITCH. 

What are you up to ? 

Coachman. 

\To Feodob Ivanitch.] You may tell them I was 

not engaged to live with a pack of dogs. Others 

may, if it suits them, but I'm not going to live with 

doga 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

With what dogs ? 

Coachman. 
They brought home three dogs from Basil Leoni- 
ditch and put them in the coach-house. They've 
made a horrible mess there, and are barking and 
howling, and, if you come near them, snarl and bite. 
The wicked devils ! If you're not minding what 
you're about they'll crunch you to dough, they will. 
I'm going to break their legs with a log of wood, 
I am. 
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WLen wu an this I 



To-<iaT thej broagjit them from the Dc^ Slow. 
They are of an expensm sort, the devil (xilr knows 
what the race is called. Either the dogs or the 
cxachman are to lire in the eoach-hoose. That's 
what it's to be. Just yoa tell them that. 

FbODOR IVA^kllCH. 

YeSy that's not as it ought to be. Ill go and ask 
about it. Had they not better be taken down here 
X/i Lukeria? 

COACHMAK. 

\A.wjrUy!\ Christians are having their dinner here, 
awl you want to shnt up a pack of dogs with them. 
As it is, it's . . . I've got the driving-suits, the fur 
covers for the sledges, the harness and the rest of 
it. And they insist on cleanliness. Put them in 
the outhouse, if you like. 

FeODOB IVAlflTCH. 

I must see Basil Leoniditch about it. 

Coachman. 
I wish he'd hang the bitches round his neck and 
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show himself about with them. But no ; he knows 
which side of the bread is buttered, don't you fear. 
It's on horseback that he moves about. He spoiled 
Krassavtchik for no reason as I knows of. And 
wasn't she a mare ! . . . Ah, it is a weary life ! 

[^fl»Y, hanging the door behind him. 



Scene IV. — The foregoing y without the Coachman. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

This is against all orders. [To the Peasants.] Well, 
good-bye for the present, boys ! 

Peasants. 
God be with you ! [Feodor Ivanitch goes out 



Scene V. — The foregoing, without Feodor Ivanitch. 
The moment Feodor Ivanitch leaves the room^ a 
creaking noise is heard on the stove. 

2nd Peasant. 

It's sleek he is, and no mistake. A commandant 
general, you might say. 
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Female Cook. 

And small wonder ! A room to himself, nothing 
to pay for his washing, tea and sugar from the 
mistress, and victuals from their table. 

Man Cook. 

The devil himself would be comfortable in that 

snug comer. 

2nd Peasant. 

Who might that be on the stove there ? 

Female Cook. 
Oh, it's a man. \SilencG, 

ist Peasant. 

Yes, and I saw how you all had supper here a 
while ago. It's fine times as you have here too, I'll 
make bold to say. 

Female Cook. 

We've no grounds to be grumbling. In them 

things the mistress is not mean. White bread on 

Sundays, fish on holidays in Lent, and meat for who 

likes. 

2nd Peasant. 

And would there be any one as !u'd break the fast 
and eat meat ? 
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Female Cook. 

The whole lot of them, you may say. The only 
ones as keep the fast here is myBelf and the coach- 
man (not that one ; the old one), and Simon and the 
housekeeper. All the others stuff themselves with 

meat 

2nd Peasant. 
And himself ? 

Female Cook. 

That's a good 'un, it is 1 Why, he's long ago forgot 
what it means to fast. 

3rd Peasant. 
OLord! 

ist Peasant. 

It's the affair of the quality. They got to that 
through reading books. For they have every kind of 
knowledge. 

3rd Peasant. 

A maslin loaf every day, I'll warrant ? 

Female Cook. 

A maslin loaf ! what a joke ! Them folks never 
sees a maslin loaf in all their bom days — at their own 
tables, leastways. You should see the food spread 
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out on their tables, and then I'd like you to mention 
what they haven't. That's how it is. 

ist Peasant. 

The food of the quality, as is known, is airy, as it 

were. 

Female Cook. 

Airy or not airy, they seldom want an appetite to 

gorge themselves. 

ist Peasant. 

They are in appetide, then ] 

Female Cook. 
And no thanks to them, as they are always swilling 
and drinking. With every dish they've got a drink 
of wine or of spirits, or of fizzing liquor. They eat 
and then drink to wash it down ; a mouthful of solid 
food, and a drink to go along with it. 

ist Peasant. 
In harmonious proportion it carries down the food, 

you may say. 

Female Cook. 

Yes ; ain't they good hands at stuffing themselves. 
You've no idea. It's not their way to sit down, eat, 
cross themselves, and get up from table — they eat and 
eat and never rest themselves. 
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2nd Peasant. 

Like hogs that won't be happy till they have their 
feet in the trough. \The Peasants laugh. 

Female Code. 

The moment, Gkxi be praised, they rub their eyes 
in the morning, it begins. Give them the Samovar, 
their tea, coffee, chocolate. When they've emptied 
one Samovar, you've to go and get them a second, and 
a third. By the time this is empty, lunch is waiting 
for them — ^then comes dinner — and after that coffee 
again. Before they've well finished that, tea has to 
be served again. And then their snacks and side 
dishes. And what with their sweetmeats and things, 
there's no end to the eating and drinking that goes 
on from morning till night. Sprawling on their 
backs in bed, even then they must eat. 

3rd Peasant. 

That's what I calls doing it squarely and no 

shirking. \Laugh8, 

ist and 2nd Peasants. 

What are you driving at ? 

3rd Peasant. 
I wish I'd one whole day's life to live like them. 
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2nd Peasaitt. 
And when do they do their business ? 

Female Cook. 
What business has the likes o' them to do ? Card- 
playing and piano-playing is all the business as I 
knows of. The young lady, I know, when she'd 
rubbed her eyes in the morning, would get up and 
tackle the piano and go ahead. And the one as lives 
here, the teacher, as it might be, stands and waits to 
see whether any of them forty-pianos is free, and 
when one of 'em is vacant, as you might say, up she 
goes and gives it a good thumping, / know. Some- 
times a pair of forty-pianoa would be put together, 
and the two of 'em play four-in-hand and bang away. 
And the din is something awful, when I tell you you 

can hear it hera 

3rd Peasant. 
O Lord ! 

Female Cook. 
And that's all the business as they've got : forty- 
pianos and cards. When a batch of them gets to- 
gether it's cards and smoking that goes on through 
the whole blessed night. And the moment they get 
up, they're at it again, eating and drinking, drinking 
and eating ! 
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Scene VI. — The foregoing and Simon. 

[_ Simon. 
Good appetite ! 

ist Peasant. 

Thanks for the same. You're very welcome; sit 
down. 

Simon. 

\prawing near to the tahleJ] Thank you kindly. 

\The ist Peasant ^wr« him out some tea, 

2nd Peasant. 
Where have you been ? 

Simon. 
Upstairs. 

2nd Peasant. 
What's going on there now ? 

Simon. 

I can't make head or tail of it. I'm puzzled how 

to tell you. 

2nd Peasant. 

What are they up to ? 
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Simon. 

I don't know how to say it ; some force they were 
hunting for in me, like. I can't make it out for the 
soul of me. Tanya says, says she, "Go on, don't 
be afraid, we'll get the land for the peasants," says 
she, "he'll sell it." 

2nd Peasant. 
How is she going to pull that through ? 

Simon. 

That's what puzzles my head to make out. She 
won't tell me nothing more. "Only mind to do," 
says she, " what I order." 

2nd Peasant. 
And what things is it she orders ? 

Simon. 

Nothing now. They made me sit down, then 
nothing would do for them but the lights must be 
out, and I'm bio wed if they didn't coax me to go to 
sleep. Me to go to sleep ! And Tanya stowed her- 
self away there convenient ; they didn't notice as she 
was there, but I saw her. 
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2nd Peasant. 

What's it all for ? 

Simon. 

God only knows. I'm blowed if I can see 
through it. 

1st Peasant. 

Comprehensibly for the procrastination of time as 
lies heavy on their hands. ^f 

2nd Peasant. 

One thing I see : neither your skull nor my own is 
made to hold the signification of what them things 
mean. But tell me this : did you make much money 
by it? 

Simon. 

I didn't take anything but what they gave me. I 
earned twenty-eight roubles, if a copeck. 

2nd Peasant. 

That's business. If God grants we get the land, 
I'll take you home, Simon, my lad. 

Simon. 
And it's right glad I'll be, father, if you do. 
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and Peasant. 

You're spoiled here in the city, I supposa You 
haven't a mind to plough, have you ? 

Simon. 

To plough, is it? Try me now. I'm your man. 
To plough or to mow, all them is things as a fellow 
doesn't soon forget. 

ist Peasant. 

But after you've lived in the capital metropolis, 
you've no much taste to leave it, eh ? 

Simon. 
Why not ? I can live just as well in the country. 

ist Peasant. 

Here's Uncle Dmitry as 'ud be right glad to change 

places with you and get a taste of your culturvated 

city life. 

Simon. 

He'd very soon get tired of it, would Uncle Dmitry. 
It looks enticing like, when you don't know it; but 
you've got no end of running about, your head gets 
dizzy, and you're soon done up. 



THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT 115 

Female Cook. 

Ah, Uncle* Dmitry, you should see what their 

balls are like. It's you as 'ud be astonished at the 

sight 1 

3rd Peasant. 

And why now ? They eat all sorts ? 

Female Code. 

Nonsense; you should only see them. Feodor 
Ivanitch got me in ; I cast my eyes at the ball — no 
end of ladies, quality ladies, dressed and done up in 
tip-top style. You haven't any idea, man 1 How 
could you ? Down to this they are stark naked, and 
so are their arms. Not a rag to cover them. 

3rd Peasant. 
OLord! 

2nd Peasant. 
More shame fo^ them's what I say. 

Female Cook. 

I stared and I stared, uncle, and didn't know what 
to think. Flesh everywhere. You may think I'm 
lying, but I'm telling the plain truth. The old uns> 

* Among Russian peasants Unde is a common term of 
address to unknown persons. 
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oar mistress, and yoa know she has grandchfldien — 
stripped themselves naked fen* the ball like the rest. 

3rd Pbasaft. 
O Lord I 

Female Cook. 

That's not all: when the music struck up and 
things got lively, Uke, every mother's son of them 
men there, went up each one to his own, gave her 
a squeeze, and went whirling around like a merry-go- 
round ! 

2nd Peasant. 

And the old 'uns ? 

SmoN. 

No, the old 'uns keep sitting. 

Female Cook. 

What are you talking about. Didn't I see them 
with my own eyes, I tell you ? 

Simon. 
Bosh. 

Man Cook. 

\Th'msli7t/g Jm body forward and speaking very 
hoarsely.'] That's the polka-mazurka. You're a fool, 
woman, not to know, — the way it's danced is ... ' 
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Female Cook. 

Shut up, dancer, will you ? St ! there's somebody 
coming. 



Scene VII. — The foregoing and Gregory. The old 
Man Cook hurriedly hides himself as before, 

Gregort. 

\To the Female Cook.] Let me have some sour 

cabbage. 

Female Cook. 

There now, I've just come from the cellar — and 
must go back again. Who's it for ? 

Gregory. 

For the young ladies. Look sharp, will you ? 
Send it up with Simon, I have no time to wait. 

Female Cook. 

That's just like 'em; they fills themselves with 
sweet things till they can hold no more, and then 
they're a yearning for sour cabbage. 

ist Peasant. 
To keep the bowels open, belike. 
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Female Cook. 

Much good it does them too! When there is a 
vacancy open they fills it up again as hard as they can. 

\Take8 a cup and goes out. 



Scene VIIL — Tlie foregoing without the Female Cook. 

Gregory. 

[2b the Peasants.] So youVe settled down com- 
fortably in the kitchen ? Mind, take care of what 
you are about. If the mistress gets to know that 
you are here, she will give you as good a drubbing 
as you got this morning. [Laughs^ and goes out. 



Scene IX. — The three Peasants, Simon, and the old 
Man Cook {who is still on the oven). 

ist Peasant. 

She did get up a storm this morning and no mis- 
take ! Wasn't she wild ! 

2nd Peasant. 
This morning he wanted to mend matters, soften 
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her down a bit, but when he opened the door and 
saw how she was tearing the roof off the cabin, he 
banged the door and left her to herself. 

3rd Feasant. 

\Wavvag his hand,] It's the same story all round. 
My old woman goes and fires up at times, and doesn't 
she cut up rough — it's a sight to see. I clear out of 
the cabin in no time, I can tell ya Confound her, if 
I didn't look out she'd split my head with a himting- 
pole, and think nothing of it either. O Lord ! 



Scene X.— 2^ foregoing and James. Rushes in 
with the Doctor's prescription. 

James. 

I say, Simon, run to the apothecary's ; look alive, 
man, and get these here powders for the mistress. 

Simon. 
Himself told me as I wasn't to leave the premises. 

James. 

You'll be back in time. Your turn won't come 
till after tea. . . . Good appetite ! 
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ist Peasaht. 

Thank you kindly, you're very welcome. 

\Exit SmoK. 



Scene XL — The foregoing withoui Simon. 

James. 

I'm in a' awful huny ; but pour out a drop of tea, 

and I'll drink it all the same, to keep you company. 

Here goes. 

ist Peasant. 

Here we're a discursing and abating as how your 
mistress was in high tantrums this morning. 

James. 

Oh, she's a fiery 'un, I can tell you. It's awful, 
if you knew. She doesn't know a bit what she's 
saying or doing on them occasions. 

ist Feasant. 

% But what \Aa it about as I wanted to interrogate 
ye on ? What was them remarks alluding to as she 
observed about big crows. Big crows, says she, 
you've perfected the whole place with big crows. 
Now what might them big crows infer to ? 
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James. 

Oh, these macaxobes, is it! Them are wee little 
things like midges, as they say brings every sickness 
and disease with 'em. And she said as how ye were 
chock full of 'em. After you left, the place as you 
were standing on was scrubbed and % scrubbed and 
sprinkled and splashed at an awful rate. There is 
such a disaffecting wash as they call it, that slaughters 
them all, the midges, I mean. 

2nd Peasant. 
And where might these same midges be on us ? 

James. 

[Drinking his tea.] They say they're such wee 
things as you can't see even through a burning-glass. 

2nd Peasant. 

And how does she know they're on me ? Perhaps 

she's more of them filthy things on herself than is 

on me. 

James. 

Eight you are. How can we tell ? 

2nd Peasant. 
It's my belief as it's all fudge. 
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It stands to reason it is. The doctors must invent 
them things, or if they didn% who'd fill their pockets 
for them ? Our doctor comes every blessed day. B[e 
drives up, sponts a bit, and pockets his cool ten 
roubles. 

2nd Peasant. 
You lie ! . . . 

Jamss. 

And there's another o' them fellows as gets a 
hundred roubles every time he comes. 

ist Peasant. 
You don't mean it. A hun^-dred ? 

James. 

A hundred! You say hun— dred, but faith he 
takes a whole thousand if he goes beyond the city. 
Ay, and if ye don't fork it out, you may kick the 
bucket, and he won't lift a finger to help you ! 

3rd Peasant. 
OLord! 

2nd Peasant. 
How's that ? Does he know some charm- wood ? 
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James. 

I s'pose he must. I used to live in a general's 
house outside Moscow. A passionate fellow he was, 
awful to look at — the general, I mean. One fine day 
his daughter fell sick. They sent for this chap in a 
hurry. "Give me a thousand roubles and I'll go," 
says he. . . . They agreed and he came. Somehow — 
I don't know exactly how, but they displeased him. 
Gk>od heavens I how he did let loose on the general ! 
"That's the way, is it, you show me respect," says 
he; "I'm blowed if I'll cure your daughter." And 
what d'ye think happened? Why, that general 
forgot his pride, shrivelled up and was as quiet as 
a mouse in a twinkling, he was. " For God's sake, 
don't throw me up," he begged. 

ist Peasant. 
And he paid him a thousand ? 

James. 
That he did, and no mistake. 

2nd Peasant. 

Such a mint of money 1 Only think of all the 
things a peasant could do for that money ! 
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3rd Peasant. 

It's my opinion as it's all stuff and nonsense. Kot 
long ago I had a sore leg ; a raw place, you know. 
Well, I was proscribed for and proscribed for till I 
was sick of it. It cost me full five roubles, it did. 
At last I flung it up and left the sore to itself, and 
I'm blowed if it didn't come all right without doctor 
or physic. \The old Man Cook on the stove coughs. 

James. 
Are you there again, my hearty ? 

ist Peasant. 
What kind of individual might that be there % 

James. 

He was master's cook at one time; he comes to 
see Lukeria now and then. 

ist Peasant. 

He's a master cook, as you might say then. And 
does he live here ? 

James. 

N-no . . . they won't have him here. He spends 
the day in one place, the night in another. When 
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he's got three copecks * he sleeps in a public lodging- 
house, and when he has drunk away every coin he 
has he comes here. 

2nd Peasant. 
How is that ? 

James. 

He's weak, poor fellow, very weak. What a 
grand fellow he used to be I a kind of fine gentleman, 
like, with a gold watch in his fob, and receiving his 
forty roubles a month, not a copeck less. And look 
at him now ! He'd 'ave died of hunger long ago, if 
it wasn't for Lukeria, as keeps the life in him. 



Scene XII. — The foregoing^ and the Female Cook 
bringing in the sour cahhage. 

James. 
\To Lukeria,] I see you have got Paul here again. 

Female Cook. 

Well, and where else would ye have 'im go? 

Would ye like 4m to be frozen to death in the 

streets ? £h ? 

* About a penny. 
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3rd Peasant. 

See what drink does ! Drink, we may say . . . 

\^mack8 his tongue against his teeth to mark 
his sympathy mth the I^Ian Cook, 

2nd Peasant. 

Sure enough, if a man grows firm, he's firmer 

than a stone; if he gets weak, he's weaker than 

water. 

Man Cook. 

[Getting dotvn from the stove, his hands and feet 
trembling.^ Lukeria ! do let me have a little 
glass ... 

Female Cook. 

Where are you crawling to now ? I'll give ye such 
a little glass, if ye don't take care, that . . . 

« 

Man Cook. 

Ain't ye afraid of God, Lukeria 1 I'm dying, that's 
what's the matter with ma Brothers, can ye give 
me five copecks ? . . . * 

Female Cook. 
Go back to the stove, I tell you. 
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Man Cook. 

Cook! a half*glass only. For Christ's saka Do 
ye understand, it's in Christ's name I'm begging it ? 

Female Cook. 
Go back, I tell you. Here's tea for you. 

Man Cook. 

Tea ! What's tea to me ? A weak, watery drink. 

Just a little spirits, will ye, only a drop. . . . 

Lukeria ! 

3rd Peasant. 

Ah, the poor fellow, he's trembling awfully ! 

2nd Peasant. 

You might let him have it, perhaps ? 

Female Cook. 

\Goe8 to the cwphoard^ gets the bottle, and jpoura out 
a small glass of vodka.'\ Here, take this, and mind, 
you'll not get a drop more from ma 

Man Cook. 

[Sruitching it greedily from her, swcdlofvs it off, 
trembling all the time,] Cook ! I'll drink it up, and 
you think of what I'm going to say . . . 
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Feiiale Cook. 

None of your gab now, bat go back to your place 
on the stove, and don't let your voice be heard. 

\The old man returns to his place, but eaii- 
tinues to mutter something to himself, 

2nd Peasant. 
That's what it comes to when a man is weak ! 

I St Peasant. 
XJndoubtingly — human feebleness. 

3rd Peasant. 
Ah ! yes, indeed. 

[The old Man Cook lies down, and eon- 
tirmes to mutter. Silence. 

2nd Peasant. 

What was I going to ask you about? That girl 
here as lives in the house from our parts, Axinia's 
daughter, I mean. What sort of a one might she 
be ? Does she live properly and honestly ? 

James. 

She's a good girl. Nothing but praise for her. 
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Female Cook. 

1*11 tell you what it is, uncle. I know what it is 

■to live in a city as a servant-maid, and I tell you 

this: if you're going to take Tanya for your son's 

wife, you'd better take her at once before she's 

spoiled, as she's sure to be very soon. 

James. 

That's the plain truth. Last summer there was a 
girl — Nathalia — as lived here, as good a girl as you 
could wish to see anywhere. And she went wrong 
and was ruined as much as that poor fellow thera 

[Points to the Man Cook. 

Female Cook, 

Girls of our condition fall every day, as thick as 
leaves when the storm's blowing. Who doesn't like 
light work and dainty food? And it's the dainty 
food as takes ye out o' your road, and lands you in 
the mud before ye knows where ye are. And when 
you're once in the mud, it's all up with you — you're 
not wanted no more after that ; ye can go your ways, 
a fresh one's got to take your place. That's what 
happened to Nathalia, poor girl. She slipped, lost 
her footing like, and was driven out of the house. 
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She was brought to bed of a child, fell sick, and died 

in the hospital last spring. And what a fine girl 

she was ! 

3rd Peasant. 

O Lord] A weak lot o' people. They're to be 
pitied, they are; 

Mak Cook. 

It's a precious lot o' pity youll get from the likes 
o' them. [Lets his feet hang down from the stove,] 
Here am I that roasted myself for thirty years 
before the kitchen fire for them, and when I wasn't 
wanted any more, I was turned out to die like a 
dog in the streets. . . . Pity, indeed ! You've come 
to the right shop to look for pity, you have ! . . . 

ist Peasant. 
That's voracious ; it's alwa3rs the way. 

2nd Peasant. 
As long as your useful they pat you on the back, 
but when they've got all the good out of ye they 
fiing you into the street like a sucked lemon. 

3rd Peasant. 
OLordl 

Man Cook. 
What do you knowl Can you tell me what 
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means saut6 k la Bamon? or what Bavasary is ? 
Ah, if you knew the things that I could do! 
Think o' this: the Tsar himself eat my dishes! 
And now I'm not worth a straw to the very devils. 
But I won't give in, I won't. 

Female Cook. 

You've let your tongue loose again, have you? 
I'll teach you manners. . . . Creep back to your 
comer this very minute, I tell you, or the master 
will be in, or some one else, and I'll be packed out 
of the house along with you, bag and baggage. 

James. 
So you know jny country, do you^-Voznessensky ? 

2nd Feasaitt. 

Kight well I know it It^s only fifteen miles from 
us, and not even that much if ye cross ihe ford. 
Have you land there ? 

James. 

My brother has. I send him money home. 
Though Fm living here Tm dying to get home. 

ist Peasant. 
Uadoubtingly. 
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2nd Peasant. 
Is Anisim, then, your brother % 

James. 

Of course he is. He lives at the other end of the 

village. 

2nd Peasant. 

Of course I know him. His is the third house. 



Scene XIII. — The foregoing and Tanya (who comes 

running in). 

Tanya. 
James Ivanitch ! What are ye airing yourself here 
for ? You're called upstairs. 

James. 
Directly. What's going on 1 

Tanya. 
Mffka's barking — she's hungry ; and herself is call- 
ing you names and abusing you. " What a wretch 
he is," she says. " He has no pity. The poor thing 
should have had its dinner long ago, and he hasn't 
troubled himself to bring it." . . . [Laitghs. 
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James. 

\FrGpaTing togo^ Oh, is she angry ? I hope nothing 
serious will come of this ! 

Female Cook. 
Take the cabbage with you. 

James. 

Give it here, make haste ! 

\TakG» ths cabbage and goes. 



Scene XIV. — The foregoing withotU James. 

ist Peasant. 
Who. is it is going to have her dinner at this hour f 

Tanya* 

Who but the dog ? It's her own dog. [Sits down 
and takes up the teapot^ Is there any tea in the poti 
IVe brought some with ma 

[Puts fresh tea into the teapot 

2nd Peasant. 
The dog going to have dinner I 
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Tanta. 

Why, of course it is. It has a cutlet made all for 
itself — a cutlet that must not be fat. I have got the 
washing to do^the dog's washing, I mean. 

3rd Peasant. 
OLord! 

Tanya. 
It's like the gentleman as buried his dog. 

2nd Peasant. 
How was that ? 

Tanya. 

His dog died — ^the gentleman's, and he drove off to 
the country, in the depth of winter, to bury it. The 
burial was over, and he was coming home in his 
sledge, crying and sorrowing, the gentleman was. 
The frost was biting that day, and the drops were 
falling from the coachman's nose. . . . Let me pour 
it out for you. \She jpoura out the tea.'\ The drops 
were trickling from his nose, and he was drying them 
as well as he could with his handkerchief. At last 
the master saw him^ and ''What," says he, "are 
you crying like that for?" "Ah, sir," says the 
coachman, '' how can I help it ? what a fine dog he 
was I " . . . [Laugia hoitteroualy. 
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2nd Peasant. 

And aJl the time I bet he was saying to himself : 

if it was your own precious self as gave up the ghost, 

I'm blowed if it 'ud bring a single tear to either of 

my eyes. . . . \Laughs. 

Man Cook. 

\Fr(ym the s^cwe.] Eight you are. Gospel truth ! 

Tanya. 

Well, the gentleman got home, and he goes up to 
the mistress, and says he : " What a good fellow that 
coachman of ours is; he was crying all the way 
home, he was that sorry for my poor dog * Friend.' 
Send for him. When he came — "Here," says his 
master, " swallow this vodka, and take this rouble to 
reward you." That's for all the world like herself. 
She's angry now with James for not taking pity on 
her dog. \The Peasants laugh heartily. 

ist Peasant. 
The dog must be treated with all that ceremony ! 

2nd Peasant. 
That is good 1 

3rd Peasant. 
Ah, girl, you have made me split my sides ! 
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Tasta. 

[Pouring md more fed] Drink a little more ! That's 
right. It looks nioe and pleasant to live here ; but 
there's times as if s sJckening to have to tidy up all 
the filth after theuL Fie ! It's far better in the 
c oun try. [The Feasastb turn up their cups. 

Tashta. 

[Pouring out the tecL] Much good may it do jou, 
Ephimius Antonitch, have a liUle more! HI pour 
70U out another cup, Dmitry Ylassievitch ! 

3rd Peasast. 
Well, be it sa 

ist Pbasakt. 

And how, my bright girl, might our affairs be 

getting on ? 

Tanya. 
Pretty well . . . 

ist Peasant. 

Simon was saying as . . . 

Tanta. 
[Briskly,] Yes, he was saying? 
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2nd Peasant. 
It's hard to make head or tail of what he says. 

Tanya. 

I can't tell you anything about it yet, only I'll do 
my best ; that I promise. You see here I've got our 
docimient. \Show8 a 'paper under her apron.] If only 
our trick comes out all right. . . . [Shrieks.] Oh, 
wouldn't it be splendid 1 

2nd Feasant. 

You take care and don't lose that paper. It cost 

money too. 

Tanya. 

Don't be uneasy. All that's wanted is for him to 
sign this paper ? Is that all ? 

3rd Peasant. 

And what more could we ask fori If he signs 
that, we've got what we want. [Turns up his cup,] 
I've enough. 

Tanya. 

[To herself.] He'll sign it, you'll see he will. Take 
a little more. [Pours out more tea. 
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ist Peasant. 
Do your endeavours and negotiate the consumma- 
tion of the signing of the sale of the land, and we 
can marry you by means of the Commune. 

\ped%7ieB the offer of more tea. 

Tanya. 
[Pottrs out tea and hands it'] Drink it 

3rd Peasant. 
Only pull the thing through and we'll get you 
married, and I'll come to dance at the wedding myself, 
I wilL Though I never danced a step in all my bom 
days, I'll do it then. 

Tanya. 

[Laughing,'] I'll be hopeful you wilL \SUence, 

2nd Peasant. 

[Surveying Tanya.] That's all well and good, but 

you're not fit for the hard work as a peasant's wife's 

got to do. 

Tanya. 

Is it mel What d'ye suppose theni That I've 
no strength? You should see how I lace up the 
mistress, and you^d open your eyes, I tell you. 
There's lots 0' peajsants as couldn't do it. 
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2iid PEASAyr. 
What d'ye lace her to ? 

Tanya. 

There's a thing like a jacket made of bones like ; 
it only reaches to here. It's fitted up with laces, and 
yonVe got to pull them and pull them, and spit in 
your hands before you can get them to meet. 

2nd Pbasant. 
You tighten the collar thongs, as I understand it ? 

Tanya. 

Yes, that's it, the collar thongs. But you mustn't 
press your knees against her, you know. [Lat^Aa; 

2nd Feasant. 
And what d'ye tighten her up like that for % 

Tanya. 
For that. 

2nd Peasant. 
It's a vow she made, I s'pose. 

Tanya. 
No, it's for her beauty. 
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ist Peasant. 
Her paunch disfigures her form, I appine. 

Tanya. 

I've got to tighten her and tighten her till her eye- 
balls are ready to start from her head, and then she 
says "€ro on, tighter." My hands are blazing hot 
before I get through ; and you say I've no strength i 
\The Peasants laugh and shake their heads, 

Tanya. 

Well, haven't I been prattling a lot 1 

[Rum Old laughing. 

3rd Peasant. 

The girl has given us a hearty laug 

ist Peasant. 
A tidy thing she is, too. 

2nd Peasant. 
Not bad. 
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Scene XV. — The three Peasants, Female Cook, old 
Man Cook (m the stove. Enter Sakhatoff and 
Basil Leoniditch. Sakhatoff has a teaspoon in 
his hand, 

Basil Leoniditch. 
Not precisely a dinner, but a dejeuner dinatoire. 
And a fine lunch it was, toa Ham of sucking-pig, 
delightful ! Koulier knows how to feed his guests. 
I've only got back this moment. [Catches sight of 
the Peasants.] The peasants are still here ? 

Sakhatoff. 
Yes, all that is very interesting, but don't let us 
forget that we have come here to hide an article. 
Where are we going to hide it ? 

Basil Leoniditch. 
I beg your pardon, one momenta [To the Cook.] 
Where are the dogs ? 

Female Cook. 

The dogs are in the coach-house, sir. You 

wouldn't want them in the rooms as is occupied by 

Christians. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Ah, in the coach-house ? All right. 
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Sakhatoff. 
rm waiting for you. 

Basil Lsoniditch. 
Beg pardon. Ah, yes, we're to hide iti All 
right, m tell what we might do, Sergios Ivanovitch ; 
we might stow it away in tiie pocket of one of these 
ooontrymen. In this fdiloVs, for instanoe. I say, 
yon fellow, where is your pocket ? 

3rd Peasant. 
What do you want my pocket for? Ton know 
what you're about, you do. My pocket ! D'ye know 
I've money in my pocket ? 

Sakhatdff. 
.Well, where's your money-bag then ? 

ist Peaaakt. 
What d'ye want it for ? 

Fehale Cook. 

How can 3rDu ? That's the yomig master as is 
speaking with you. 

Basil LaoNinrECH. 
[Laughing.] Do yon know why he was so terribly 
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frightened 1 I'll tell you ; it's because he has a mint 
of money on him. Eh ? 

Sakhatoff. 
Yes, I see. Well, here's what we'll do. You go 
on talking to them, and I shall hide it in that little 
satchel there while no one is looking, so that even 
these fellows should not know and tell him where it 
is. Go on talking with them. 

Basil Leoniditch. 
Directly, directly. Well, boys, and you are going 
to buy the land 1 Eh ? 

ist Peasant. 

We propose negotiations with all our hearts. But 
the progression of the business is hindered somehow. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

You shouldn't be close-fisted, though. Land, you 

know, is a most important thing. I think I suggested 

mint to you. Or you might cultivate tobacco, if you 

preferred. 

ist Peasant. 

That's indisputably ; you can grow any products. 

3rd Peasant. 
Intercede with your father for us, like a benefactor 
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as you are. For how can we live if we don't. The 

land is scanty, there's no place to torn a hen into, 

even a hen. 

Sakhatoff. 

\FuU the spoon into the saichd thrown over the 3rd 
Feasant's d^ouZc^er.] It's done! Gome along. [Exit, 

Basil Ijioniditch. 
Don't be close-fisted. Eh ? Good-bye. \_Exii, 



Scene XVI. — The three Peasants, the Female Gook, 
oral the old Man Gook {on the stove). 

3rd Peasant. 
[ told you we'd better be gone to some lodgings. 
We'd have paid ten copecks and been in peace there. 
But now may God have mercy on us* Give up your 
money, he says, foi^ it out What does he mean ? 
lle*8 tipsy, of course. 

[ nti Peasants me> from their placesy turn up their 
(ttpsy itmt make the sign of the cross. 

1st Feasant. 
And did ye miud huw he threw out a hint about 
sowing mint ? There's a way of understanding that, 
toa 
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2nd Peasant. 
Yes, indeed, sow mint. Try it on; double' your- 
self up in two, and you'll soon ask for mint to keep 
you in working order. Thank you kindly for the 
hint. Where, my bright woman, are we to rest our 
legs here to-night ? 

Female Cook. 
One of you might lie down on the stove, and the 
others on the bench. 

3rd Peasant. 
Christ save your soul. \Say8 his prayers, 

ist Peasant. 

God vouchsafe to grant the consummation of the 

business. [Lies down.] To-morrow after dinner 

we'd be at the railroad terminus, and on Tuesday 

we'd be at home. 

2nd Peasant. 

You'll be blowing out the light, won't ye ? 

Female Cook. 
We couldn't think of doing that here. They are 
always running in, sometimes for one thing, some- 
times for another. . . . But you can lie down ; I'll 
cover you up. 

K 
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2nd Peasant. 

How can a man live on a little patch of land ? 
Here have I been having to buy com ever since 
Christmas. And my oaten straw is all gone too. 
Ah, if I had four acres to call my own I'd take 
Simon home, I would. 

ist Peasant. 

You have your family to look after. Youll have 

land enough, if only this business is done as we 

want it. 

3rd Peasant. 

Better pray of the Queen of Heaven to give us a 
helping hand. She might, you know, take pity on 
us, like. 



Scene XVII. — Everything is quiet. Srurres hreak the 
stillness. Suddenly the noise of footsteps is heard, 
and the sound of voices. The doors are throvm 
wide open and the following persons ncsh impetu- 
ottsly in : Grossmann, blindfold^ holding Sakha- 
TOFF by the hand ; the Professor and the Doctor ; 
the Stout Lady; Leonidas Feodorovitch ; 
Betsy and Petrishtshefp ; Basil Leoniditch 
and Mary Konstantinovna ; the Mistress of the 
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tiouse and the Baroness ; Feodor Ivanitch and 
Tanya. The following are also present in tlie 
room: — The three Peasants, the Female Cook, 
and the old Man Cook {not visible), TJie 
Peasants jump up. Grossmann walks in rapidly 
and then suddenly stops. 

Stout Lady. 

Don't be uneasy, I'm watching him. I undertook 
to watch him, and am conscientiously doing my duty. 
Sergius Ivanovitch, you are not leading him, I hope ? 

Sergius Ivanovitch. 
No, I'm not, I tell you. 

Stout Lady. 

Don't lead him and don't resist him. \To Leonidas 
Feodorovitch.] I know all about these experiment^?. 
I performed them myself. I used to feel an impul- 
sion, as it were . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
May I ask you to keep silence 1 

Stout Lady. 
Oh, I know how indispensable that is. I ex- 
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perienced it on myself. The moment my attention 
was distracted I could not for the life of me . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Shi sh! sh! 

\They move about in the vicinity of the ist 
and 2nd Peasants and draw near the 3rd. 
Grossmann stumbles over the stool. 

Baroness. 
But tell me, is he paid for this ? * 

Mistress. 
I have not the faintest idea. 

Baroness. 
But is he a man ? 

Mistress. 
Oh, yes. 

Baroness. 

There's something perfectly miraculous in it. 
Isn't there now? How is it that he manages to 
find things ? 

* This lady and her companion, the mistress of the house, 
speak French here in the original. I thought it better to trans- 
late their remarks into English. 
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Mistress. 
I couldn't tell you. My husband can explain it all 
to you. \Ferceimng the Peasants, she looks around 
and sees at last the Female Cook.] Excuse me, what 
does this mean ? 

[The Baroness approaches a group. 

Mistress. 
[To Female Cook.] Who admitted the peasants ? 

Female Cook. 
James brought them in, ma'am. 

Mistress. 
And who ordered James to bring them in ? 

Female Cook. 
That I couldn't say, ma'am. Feodor Ivanitch saw 

them here. 

Mistress. 
Leonidas ! 

[Leonidas Feodorovitch does not hear ; 

lie is absorbed in the search for the 

hidden object, and is crying " hush 1 " 

Mistress. 
Feodor Ivanitch I What is the meaning of this ? 
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Did you not see how I had the whole anteroom 
disinfected this morning, and now you have infected 
the whole kitchen, the black bread, the kvass "^ . . . 

Fbodor Ivanitch. 

I did not suppose there was any danger in their 
being here. They came up to town on business. 
They have a long way to go. Their village . . . 

Mistress. 

That's just it. Their village is in the Government 
of Kursk, where the very flies are dying of diph- 
theria. And what's much more to the point, I gave 
orders that they were not to be admitted into the 

house Did I give orders, yes or no % [Ajo^oaches 

a group of persons which has formed round the 
Peasants.] Take care, take care ! Don't touch them 
— for they are all saturated with the diphtheria 
infection ! 

[No one listens to her. She steps aside 

with greed dignity and stands immovably 

waiting. 

* A Bussian beverage characterised by most of the drawbacks 
of beer (except its inebriating properties) and very few of its 
advantages. 
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Pbtrishtshepp. 
\Snuffl.es very lotidly,] I do not know whether that 
is a diphtheria infection or not, but there is certainly 
an infection of some kind in the air. Do you smell it ] 

Betsy. 
Cease lying. Vovo, in what satchel 1 

Basil Lboniditch. 
There, in that one 1 He is drawing near to it now. 

Petbishtsheff. 

What's that 1 Perfumed spirits or spirit from the 

other world ? 

Betsy. 

Now's the opportune moment for your cigarettes. 
Smoke, smoke, and as near me as you possibly can. 

[Petbishtsheff stoops, lights his cigarette 
and smokes, 

Basil Leoniditch. 
' He is making his way, I can tell you. What do 

you say ? 

Gbossmann. 

[In a restless kind of way fumbles about the 3rd 
Peasant.] Here, here ! I feel it's here. 
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Stout Lady. 

Do you experience any feeling of exhaustion ? 

[Grossmann fioapB down amd takes (he spoon 
from the satchel, 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Lh ? So that's where our spoon has been dis- 
covered. [To the Peasant.] So that's your way, 
isiti 

3rd Peasant. ^ 

What's my way 1 I didn't take yer spoon. And 
what are you mixing me up in it for 1 I didn't take 
it and I didn't, and my soul is free of it. It's a nice 
way he has of taking on, it is. Oh, I could see as it 
wasn't for any good that he came here. Give me 
your money-bag, says he. But I didn't take yer 
spoon, and Christ is my witness that I didn't. 

\The young memhers of the family make a 
circle round him^ and smile. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

[Amjrily to his son.] Your eternal stupidities 
again ! [To the Peasant.] Don't be alarmed, my 
good friend I We know you didn't take it ; that was 
only our experiment. 
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Grossmann. 
\Tdk^8 the handkerchief from his eyes cmd looks as if 
he had only jusi woke up from sleep.] If you can, let 
me have a glass of water, please. [They all run up to 
him and fussily offer their services.] 

Basil Leoniditch. 
Let's go straight to the coach-house from here. 
I'll show you what a rare specimen of the canine race 
IVe got there. Magnificent ! How does it strike 

youl 

Mary Konstantinovna. 
Let us go. 

[Exeunt Mary Konstantinovna, Betsy, 
Petrishtshefp, and Basil Leoniditch. 



Scene XVIII. — Th-e foregoing^ mthmit Betsy, Mart 
Konstantinovna, Petrishtshefp, and Basil 
Leoniditch. 

Stout Lady. 

[To Grossmann.] Well? What do you think? 
Have you rested 1 [Grossmann makes no reply. To 
Sakhatofp.] Do you, Sergius Ivanovitch, experience 
a feeling of exhaustion ? 
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Sakhatoff. 
I don't experience anything at all. It was splendid, 
splendid. A complete success. 

Baboness. 
Admirable ! Does it cause him any unpleasant 
sensation ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Not the slightest. 

Peofessob. 

\To Grossmann.] Allow me to put a question. 

[Hands him a themionieier.] At the beginning of the 

experiment it was 37 and 2. [To the Doctor.] Isn't 

it so ? Would you have the kindness to measure the 

pulsa There must be a loss of vital power. It is 

inevitable. 

Doctor. 

[To Grossmann.] Just let me feel your pulse, 
Mister. We'll verify it, we'll verify it. 

[Ta^ out his watch and holds Grossmann's hand. 

Stout Lady. 
The state in which you were then is not identical 
with that to which we are accustomed to apply the 
term sleep ? 
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Grossmann. 
\Langu}dly?[ It is hypnosis. 

Saehatoff. 

Then, if we understand you aright, you hypnotised 

yourself ? 

Geossmann. 

Why not ? Hypnosis can be induced not only by 
means of association — by the sound of the tam-tam, 
for instance, as Charcot induces it — ^but likewise by 
merely coming inside the hypnogenetic zone. 

Saehatoff. 

There's no doubt about that; but it would be 

advisable, all the same, to define clearly what 

hypnosis is % 

Peofessob. 

Hypnosis is the phenomenon of the transformation 
of one kind of energy into another. 

Grossmann. 
That is not Charcot's definition. 

Saehatoff. 

Excuse me, please. That is your definition; but 
Lebaut himself told me . . . 
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Doctor. 

[Relinquishing Grossmann's hand.] That's all right. 
Now your temperature, please. 

Stout Lady. 

[Interfering.] No, allow me, please. I agree 
with Alexis Vladimirovitch. When I lay ill in bed 
deprived of consciousness, I experienced the abso- 
lute necessity of tJalking. I am generally of a very 
taciturn disposition, but on that occasion I was 
impelled to talk, talk, and talk. And they tell me 
that I talked so much and so long that every one 
was astonished. [To Sakhatofp.] But I inter- 
rupted you, I'm afraid ? 

Sakhatofp. 
Not at all. Please don't mention it. 

Doctor. 

Pulse 82 ; the temperature has gone up by three- 
tenths. 

Propessor. 

There you have the proof. It's just as it should 
be. [Takes out his memorandum-book and writes.] 
Eighty-two, is that right 1 And 37 and 5. The 
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moment hypnosis was induced, increased intensity 
of the heart's action. 

Doctor. 

And I, as a doctor, am in a position to bear wit- 
ness that your prediction was completely verified. 



Professor. 
\To Sakhatopp.] Yes, and you were saying ? . . . 

Sakhatopp. 

I only wanted to remark that Libaut himself told 
me that hypnosis is only a peculiar physical state, 
which increases one's susceptibility to suggestion. 

Professor. 

That is, no doubt, true enough in a way, but the 
chief thing is the law of equivalents . . . 

Grossmann. 

Besides, Libaut has not anything like the same 
authority as Charcot. Charcot has investigated the 
subject from all sides and has proved that hypnosis 
induced by a blow . . . 
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Sakhatoff. 

I don't at all deny Charcot's merits. I am 
also personally acquainted with him. I am only 
repeating what Libaut told ma 









e5 



Gbosshank. 

[Warmly.'\ In the Salp^tri^re there are three 
thousand patients, and I went through the whole 
course. 

Pbofessob. 

Excuse me, gentlemen, but that is not the 
question. 

Stout Lady. 

[Interfering,^ 111 explain the matter in two words. 
When my husband was ill, all the doctors gave him 
up . . . 

Leonidas Feodoboyitcu. 

But let us go back to the drawing-room. Baroness, 
will you kindly lead the way 1 

[Exeunt all talking together, and each one 
trying to droton the other^s voice. 
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Scene XIX. — The three Peasants, the Female Cook, 
Feodor Ivanitch, Tanya, the old Man Cook 
{on the stove), Leonidas Feodorovitch, and the 
Mistress of the hx)U8e. 

Mistress. 

[Catching Leonidas Feodorovitch by the sleeve and 
stopping him.'\ How often have I requested you not 
to take upon yourself the command here in the house. 
You have got all your silly vagaries to attend to, but 
the household is my affair. You have given every 
one the contagion. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Who ? what 1 I am altogether at sea. What are 

you alluding to ? 

Mistress. 

What? People suffering from diphtheria spend 
the night in the kitchen, with which there is a con- 
tinual relation kept up by all the members of the 

household. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Yes, but I . . . 

Mistress. 

What . . . Yes, but 1 1 
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Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
I don't know anything about it. 

Mistress. 
Well, then, you should know. It's your duty to 
know, if you are the head of the family. This sort 
of thing cannot be tolerated. 

Leonidas Feodorovitoh. 
"Why, I had not the faintest notion ... I 

thought . . . 

Mistress. 

It's sickening to listen to you. 

[Leonidas Feodorovitch remains silent 

Mistress. 
[To Feodor Ivanitch.] Turn them out this instant ! 
Don't let them stay one moment longer in my kitchen ! 
It's horrible ! No one carries out my orders ; it's 
pure malice. ... I turn them out of the ante-room, 
and they are immediately admitted into the kitchen. 
[Growing more and more excited, she at last hursts into 
tears.] It's all out of malice 1 All out of malice ! . . . 
And with my illness. . . . Doctor ! Doctor ! Peter 
Petrovitch ! . . . He is gone too. . . . 

[Sobs and goes out, Leonidas Feodorovitch 
foUomng her 
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Scene XX. — The three Peasants, Tanya, Feodor 
IvANiTCH, the Female Cook, and the old Man 
Cook (on the stove). They are all standing 
silent. No one speaks for a considerable time, 

3rd Peasant. 
Ah, God be with the whole lot of 'em. If ye 
don't keep a good look-out they'll drag you off to 
the police-station. I was never brought up for any- 
thing in my life. Come, lads, and let's get a lodging. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
[To Tanya.] What's to be done ? 

Tanya. 
Nothing at all, Feodor Ivanitch ; take them off to 
the coach-house. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

How can we do that ? Wasn't the coachman com- 
plaining a short time ago that it's full of dogs 1 

Tanya. 
We'll take them to the outhouse, then. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
And if it's found out ? 
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Tanya. 

It won't be found out. Don't be uneasy about 
that, Feodor Ivanitch. Surely we can't turn them 
out in the middle of the night. They would never 
find their way at this hour. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Do as you like, only let them clear out of this. 

{Eodt 



Scene XXI. — The three Peasants, Tanya, the 
Female Cook, and the old Man Cook. The 
Peasants are taking up their wallets, 

Man Cook. 

You see what devils they are. It's too fat they 
are. The devils ! . . . 

Female Cook. 

Shut your mouth, will ye? It's little thanks 

they've got 

Tanya. 

Come along, uncles, to the outhouse. 
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ist Peasant. 

And how is our business progressing ? How, for 
example, about the signature of the affixing of the 
document ? Are we to be in hopes about it ? 

Tanya. 
In about an hour we shall know all. 

2nd Peasant. 
Will ye bamboozle them ? 

Tanya. 

\Lauglimg^ If it's Grod's will. 



Curtain. 



ACT THIED. 

Time: the evening of the same day. Place: a little 
sitting-room in which Leonidas Feodorovitch 
always carries on his spiritualistic experiments. 



Scene I. — Leonidas Feodorovitch and the 

Professor. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

WeU, what do you say 1 Are we going to take 
our chance of a seance with our new medium ? 

Professor. 

By all means. He is manifestly a medium of 
great power. The main point is to have our seance 
this evening and with the same persons. Grossmann 
must necessarily be affected by the influence of the 
mediumistic energy, and then the nexus and the 

x64 
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unity of the phenomena will be more palpable. You 
will see that if the medium proves as powerful as he 
was a while ago, Grossmann must vibrate. 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 

All right. 1*11 send for Simon and ask those' who 
wish to be present to come in now. "^ 

Fbofessob. 

Very well. Allow me to jot down one or two 
remarks. \TakeB out Mb note-hook and writes. 



Scene II. — The foregoing and Sakhatopf. 

Sakhatofp. 

In Anna Pavlovna's room the guests are playing 
serew,'^ and as I am left out in the cold . . . and 
besides, as I take an interest in the seance, I put 
in an appearance here. ... Is the seance going to 
take place ? 

* A game invented in Siberia and founded on whist, but 
nmch more complicated and interesting. 
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Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Certainly, it wilL 

Sakhatoff. 

Really ! And without the mediumistic powers of 
Mr. Kaptshish? 

Leoxidas Fbodorovitch. 

You have a lucky hand. Just fancy, the peasant 
I spoke to you about has proved an undoubted 
medium. 

Sakhatoff. 

Is it possible ? Oh, this is extremely interesting ! 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Fact, fact. After dinner we made a little pre- 
liminary trial of his powers. 

Sakhatoff. 
And you came to the conclusion that . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

That he is a genuine medium of extraordinary 
power. 
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Sakhatopp. 
[Sceptically,] Oh, really ! 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. / 

We discovered that the servants had long ago 
observed his spirituaUstic power. He would sit 
down to his cup, for instance, and the spoon would 
jump into his hand of its own accord. [To the 
Propessor.] You heard that related ? 

Propessor. 
'No, not that particular instance. 

Sakhatopp. 

[To the Propessor.] But you do admit the possi- 
bility of such phenomena ? 

Propessor. 
Of what phenomena ? 

Sakhatopp. 

I mean generally of spiritualistic, mediumistic, 
and generally supernatural phenomena. 

Propessor. 
All depends on what you call supernatural ! When 
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it was discovered that a nail was attracted not by 
a living man but by a piece of stone, how did that 
phenomenon appear to the observers? Natural or 
supernatural ? 

Sakhatoff. 

Quite so; but all such phenomena as the attrac- 
tive power of a magnet always repeat themselves. 

Professor. 

And so do these here. The phenomenon repeats 
itself and we subject it to a careful investigation. 
And what is more, we classify the phenomena thus 
investigated, and bring them under laws common 
to them and other phenomena. The phenomena 
appear supernatural only because the causes that 
produce them are attributed to the medium. But 
that is erroneous. The truth is that they are pro- 
duced not by the medium but by spiritual energy 
acting through the medium — an enormous differ- 
ence. The root of the whole matter is to be found 
in the law of equivalents. 

Sakhatoff. 
Quite so, but . . . 
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Scene III. — The foregoing and Tanya {who enters 
and hides herself behind the door hangings), 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

One thing should be borne in mind before we begin, 
that what used to happen to Hume and to E^ptshish 
may likewise be the case with our new medium here, 
namely, that we cannot rely with certainty upon any- 
thing in advance. The stance may be a failure, or 
there may be a complete materialisation. 

Sakhatopf. 

« 

Really ? Even a materialisation ? What sort of 
a materialisation could there be ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitch.' 

One in which a dead man might appear to us : your 
father, for example, or your grandfather might come 
and take you by the hand and give you something, 
or some one might suddenly float in the air, as 
happened last time when Vladimir Alexandrovitch 
and myself were present. 

Professor. 
Undoubtedly, imdoubtedly. But the important 
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point is to explain the phenomena aright and bring 
them under the operation of general laws. 



Scene IV. — The foregoing and the Stout Lady. 

Stout Lady. 
Anna Favlovna authorised me to come here. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
You are very welcome ! 

Stout Lady. 

Isn't Grossmann awfully fatigued? He was not 
able even to hold the cup. Did you notice how pale 
he turned \ctddressing herself to the Professor] when 
he drew near to where the spoon was % I remarked 
it at once, and was the first to tell Anna Favlovna 
of it. 

Professor. 

Undoubtedly a loss of vital energy. 

Stout Lady. 
That's j\ist what I say, that one ought not to abuse 
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this power. A hypnotiser suggested to a friend of 
mine, Vera Konshin — ^yes, you are acquainted with 
her — that she should give up smoking, and she got a 
pain in her back. 

Professor. 

\Fr&paring to speah] The measurement of the 
temperature and of the pulse leave no doubt . . . 

Stout Lady. 

Allow me to interrupt you for one minute. I said 
to her : "It would be much better for you to smoke 
than to suffer as you do from your nerves." Of 
course, smoking is noxious, that's clear enough, and 
I should very much like to give it up myself; but 
what am I to do ? I really cannot. At one time I 
ceased smoking for a fortnight, but I could hold out 
no longer. 

Professor. 

[Getting ready once more to deliver himself of his 
opinion.] . . . leave no doubt that . . . 

Stout Lady. 

One minute, please ! I shall say what I have to 
remark in two words. You maintain that there is a 
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loss of vital power % I wish to observe that when I 
was travelling with post-horses . . . the roads then 
were in a frightful condition, you probably don't 
remember, but I noticed them; no matter what 
people say to the contrary, our nervousness is all the 
result of travelling on railroads. I can never sleep 
in a train, for instance — no, not if it were to save my 
life I could not possibly fall asleep. 

Professor. 

\Making another attempt to speak, which the Stout 
Ladt baffles] ... a loss of vital power . . . 

Sakhatoff. 
[Smiling.] Yes, quite so. 

Stout Lady. 

Even if I spend the first, the second, and the third 
night without sleep, still it is impossible for me to 
fall asleep. 



Scene V. — The foregoing and Gregory. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Please tell Feodor to get everything ready for the 
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skance^ and call Simon, the butler's man here ; Simon, 
you understand % 

Gbeqort. 

Yes, sir. \Exit. 



Scene VI. — Leonidas Feodorovttch, the Professor, 
the Stout Lady, wnd Tanya {who is hiding behind 
the hangings). 

Professor. 

\To Sakhatoff.] The measurement of his tempera- 
ture and pulse indicated a loss of vital force. The 
same thing will happen at the mediumistic manifesta- 
tions. The law of the conservation of energy . . . 

Stout Lady. 

Yes, yes. I only wanted to remark further that I 
am extremely glad that a common peasant proves a 
medium. This is excellent. I always held and main- 
tained that the Slavophiles . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Let us repair to the drawing-room while we are 
waiting. 
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Stout Lady. 
Allow me, please, just two words : the Slavophiles 
are right, but I always remarked to my husband that 
exaggeration should be avoided in everything. The 
golden mean. How can it be maintained, for in- 
stance, that the people are perfectly well off, when I 
myself saw with my own eyes . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovttch. 
Will you kindly walk into the drawing-room ? 

Stout Lady. 
... a boy about the size of that was drinking 
spirits already. I, of course, at once scolded him, and 
he was grateful to me afterwards for it. They are 
children, mere children, and I have always held that 
what children want is love combined with severity. 

\Exeunt all, conversing as they go. 



Scene VII. — Tanya alone {comes from behind the 

door hangings), 

Tanya. 
Oh, if it only succeeds ! [Ties threads together. 
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Scene VIII. — Tanya avd Betsy {who cornea in 

hurriedly). 

Betsy. 

Isn't Papa here ? \^taring at Tanya.] What are 
you doing here ? 

Tanya. 

I only came in, Elizabeth Leonidovna, for a 
moment. . . . I . . . wanted ... I came in . . . 
so . . . [Is visibly embarrassed, 

Betsy. 

There will be a siance here in a few minutes, eh ? 
[Perceives thai Tanya is occupied in tying threads 
together. Looks at her attentively for a moment, and 
then bursts out laughing.] Tanya ! it's you who are 
carrying on the whole thing. Don't deny it now I 
The last time, too, it was you. Wasn't it you, now ? 

Tanya. 
Elizabeth Leonidovna, my dove ! 

Betsy. 

[In raptures.] Ah, isn't that glorious ! I had no 
idea ! Why did you do it, though ] 
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Taxya. 
Dear joang lady, don't betray me ! 

Betst. 

No, not for anything in the world. I am awf uUy 
glad ! How did yoa manage it so well ] 

Tanya. 

How I do it ? I hide in the beginning, and then 
when the lights are out I creep out and do things. 

Bbtsy. 

\Pointvng to tJie thread.] And what is this for? 
No, don't tell me, I know myself, you . . . 

Tanya. 

Elizabeth Leonidovna, my dove, I'll be open with 
you, only with yourself. It was only a joke before, 
but now I want to do real business. 

Betsy. 
What do you mean ? what business ? 

Tanya. 

You saw the peasants that came up from the 



THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT 177 

country ; they want to buy land, but your papa won't 

sell it to them, and won't sign the paper, and gave it 

back to them again. Feodor Ivanitch says as it's the 

spirits as told him not to. That's why I thought of 

doing it. 

Betsy. 

Ah, what a clever girl you are ! Go on, go on ! 
But how are you going to do it ? 

Tanya. 

Here's what I'm going to do. As soon as the 

light is out, I'll begin to thump and knock, to shy 

things about, and to touch their heads with the 

thread, and at the end I'll throw the paper on the 

ground (I've got it here), and then fling it on the 

table. 

Betsy. 

Well, and what then ? 

Tanya. 

Then they'll be astonished. The peasants had the 
paper, and they'll suddenly see it there on the table. 
Then I'll command . . . 

Betsy. 
Yes, but Simon is the medium this evening. 
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Tanya. 

Yes, well, it's him as 111 command. \She is unable 
to continue for laughter.'] , . . Fll command him to 
squeeze under his hands whoever is sitting handy. 
Only not your papa. He wouldn't dare to do that ; 
but any one else, until they sign the paper. 

Betsy. 

[Laughing.] That is not the way it's done. The 
medium never does anything himself. 

Tanya. 

Never mind. Miss. It's all one. P'r'aps it'll come 
all right that way. 



Scene IX. — Tanya and Feodor Ivanitch. Betsy 
makes signs to Tanya and leaves the room. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 
[To Tanya.] What are you doing here ? 

Tanya. 
I wanted to say one word to you, Feodor Ivanitch, 
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my own dear father . . . About my own business, 
you know, what I was talking to you about. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

[Laughing.] I've made the match, IVe made it, as 
I said I would. We shook hands over it, and did 
everything but sprinkle it. 

Tanya. 
[Squealing,'] Is it now really true 1 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

It's the truth I am telling you. " 111 talk it over 
with my old woman," says he, "and then God bless 
them." 

Tanya. 

Did he really say that? [Sqvsaling.] Ah, Feodor 
Ivanitch, my dove, won't I pray to God for you all 
my life ! 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

That'll do, now, that'll do. I've no time at present. 
The orders are to get everything ready at once for 
the seance. 
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Tanya. 
I'll help you. What's to be got ready ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

What? Why, the table has to be moved into 
the middle of the room, the chairs, the guitar, the 
concertina have to be put in their places. The lamp 
won't be wanted, because candles are always burned 
at the seance. 

Tanya. 

[Arranges everything with Feodor Ivanitch.] Is 
that right ? The guitar here ; the ink-bottle there — 
look ! Is that right ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Is it really true that they'll make Simon their 
medium in sober earnest ? 

Tanya. 
It looks like it. But they have had him already. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

It's awfully rum. [Puts his pince-nez on his noseJ] 
Is he clean ? 
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Tanya. 
How can I tell ? 

Feodor Ivanttch. 
Now, then, here's what youVe got to do . . . 

Tanya. 
Yes, Feodor Ivanitch % 

Feodoe Ivanitch. 

Go and get the nail brush and a cake of scented 
soap — ^you'll find one in my room. Cut all his claws 
and wash him, as clean as soap and water can make 
him. 

Tanya. 

He'll wash himself. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

Well, go and tell him to do it. And make him 
put on clean linen. 

Tanya. 

Very well, Feodor Ivanitch. \Exit. 
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ScEsnc X. — Fbodor Itaxitch aJLotut. Tkrowt 

iikto the armchair. 

Feodob Itasttch. 

To be sure thej are learned men, scholars and 
Kpccialuts and so on, bat there are times when a 
fellow begins to doabt whether all their learning 
and knowledge, even the Pn^essor 8 there, is worth 
a copper eopedk. The rude saperstiticHis of the 
common people are being rooted oat — superstitions 
about fairies, magicians, and witches — ^but, hang 
it, if jou consider it carefully, all this business is 
every bit as bad a superstition as the common 
people's. Can any one in his sober senses beliere 
that the spirits of the dead come here to jabber and 
play the guitar 1 It's dear they are throwing dust 
in their own eyes, or else some one is leading them by 
the nose. This last vagary about calling up Simon 
passes my comprehension altogether. [Looks through 
an alburn.^ Here, for example, is their spiritualistic 
album. How does it sound a likely sort of thing to 
take a ghost's photograph 1 Here's a photo of a 
Turk and Leonidas Feodorovitch sitting together. 
What a wonderful thing is human weakness ! 
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Scene XI. — Feodor Ivanitch and Lbonidas 

Feodorovitch. 

Lbonidas Feodorovitch. 
[JS^w^mTi^.] Is everything ready? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

\Rising leisurely from his seat] Quite ready. 
[Smiling,^ Fm only afraid that your new medium 
may leave you in the lurch, Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

No fear. We tested him along with Professor 
Alexis Vladimirovitch. He is a wonderfully powerful 
medium ! 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

I don't know anything about that. But is he 
clean? You didn't order him to wash his hands, 
and it would be rather awkward if he doesn't. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
His hands ? Ah, yes. They are dirty, you think ? 
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Feodor Ivanitch. 

Well, it's very likely they are. You see, he's a 
peasant. And there will be ladies present, and Mary 
Vassilievna. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Yes, that's quite right. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Another thing I wanted to say : Timothy, the coach- 
man, came to explain that he could not keep the place 
and the things clean on account of the dogs. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

\ArTaTiging the things on the table; absent-minded,] 
What dogs ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Three dogs were sent to Basil Leoniditch to-day 
and they were put in the coach-housa 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

[Angrily,] Tell Anna Pavlovna about it and let 
her take whatever measures she likes. I've no time 
to look after it. 
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Feodor Ivanitch. 
You know she's so devoted to . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Well, let her do as she likes. I see nothing but 
trouble and annoyance from the fellow. . . . Besides, 
IVe no time. 



Scene XIL — The foregoing and Simon {in Ms blouse. 

Enters and smiles). 

' Simon. 
Was the orders for me to come in ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Yes, yes, come in. Show me your hands. That's 
all right. Now, my good friend, sit down here and 
do as you did a while ago ; give yourself up to your 
feelings. And don't think of anything yourself. 

Simon. 
Think what ? the more you think the worse it is. 
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Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 

Exactly, that's just it. The less sharp your con- 
sciousness, the more powerful the influence. Don't 
think ; but give yourself up to your mood. If you 
feel an inclination to sleep, shut your eyes and go to 
sleep; if you wish to walk, get up and walk. Do 
you follow me ? 

Simon. 

I understand. There's nothing as is hard to 
understand in what you say. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Above all things, don't be embarrassed. Don't be 
astonished at what you may see and hear. You 
must bear in mind that just as we are living, so 
there is an invisible world of spirits living here 
alongside of us. 

Feodob Ivanitch. 

\C(yrrectinfj.'\ Beings that we cannot see; is it 
clear ? 

Simon. 

\Laughi7ig?[ Clear ? in course it's clear. The way 
as you said it is very simple. 
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Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

You may be raised up and sent floating about in 
the air, or something else may happen to you, but 
don't you lose heart. 

Simon. 

Lose heart? That I won't. Everything is 
possible, like. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Very well, then. I'll go and invite the others to 
come in. Is everything ready. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Everything, I think. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Is the slate here ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Oh, it's downstairs. I'll fetch it directly. \Exit 
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Scmrs XIIL — Leonidas Feodoboyuch amd Sdcon. 

Leonidas Feodobotttch. 

That's all right, now. Well, I hope you won't be 
abashed ; be more at ease. 

Sdcon. 

Wonld you like me to take off my blouse 1 I'd be 
a trifle more at ease if I did. 

Leonidas Feodoboyitch. 

Your blouse 1 . . . No, no, that will not be neces- 
sary ; better keep it on. \Exit, 



Scene XIV. — Suion aHone, 

Simon. 

She gave me orders to carry on as I did before ; 
and it's herself as is going to do all the shying. How 
can she have the cheek and not be afraid ] 
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Scene XV. — Simon and Tanya (pho enters in her 
stockings without hoots, and dressed in a jacket 
and gown of the colour of the wall-paper, Simon 
laughs), 

f Tanya. 

Sh ! sh ! They'll hear us I Here, gum the matches 
to your fingers like you did this morning. [Sticks 
them 07l\ Do you remember everjrthing youVe got 
to do? 

Simon. 

[Moving his fingers up and dovm,] First and fore- 
most to wet the matches. To wave my hand once. 
The second thing as IVe got to perform is to make 
a noise with my teeth, this way . . . [Makes a noise 
with his teeth] That's two things. The third thing 
I don't remember. 

Tanya. 

Why, the third thing is the chief of all. You 
mustn't forget it. Take notice now ! The moment 
the paper falls on the table — first I'll ring the little 
bell — then you move your hands like this. , . . 
Stretch them out more and more and seize upon 
whoever is there, sitting next you. And when 
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youVe clutched him, squeeze him tight. \LaughingP[ 
Whether it's the master or the mistress, it's all one, 
you must squeeze and squeeze and don't let go, just 
as if you were asleep, and gnash your teeth and howl 
— ^like this. . . . \H(ywls in an undertone^ And 
when you hear me playing the guitar, wake up, like, 
stretch yourself, you know how, just as if you were 
waking up in the morning. Shall you remember 
everjrthing now ? 

Simon. 

Yes, I'll remember it all now. Only it's killing 
funny I 

- Tanya. 

But you mustn't dare to laugh. But if you do, 
they'll think it's in your sleep, and perhaps it won't 
very much matter. But about one thing be very 
careful : when they put out the candles, don't go and 
fall asleep in real earnest. 

Simon. 
Don't be afeard. I'll pinch my ears, I will 

Tanya. 
All right now, Simey, my dove; look sharp and 
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do everything I've told you. Don't be afraid. He 
will sign the paper. They're coming. . . . \Grawl8 
under the 8ofa,\ 



Scene XVI. — Simon arid Tanya. Eater Grossmann, 
the Peofessor, Leonidas Feodorovitch, the 
Stout Lady, the Doctor, Sakhatopp, the 
Mistress of the^hcmse, Simon is standing at the 
door. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

You are very welcome, all you unbelievers. Al- 
though the medium is new to the work — a casual 
medium, as it were — I am in hopes of remarkable 
manifestations this evening. 

Sakhatoff. 
That is extremely interesting ! 

Stout Lady. 
[Pointing to SimofL] He looks very well. 

Mistress. 
For a butler's assistant, yes, but . . . 
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Sakhatoff. 

Wives never have much faith in the undertakings 
of their husbands. Yon do not admit even the 
possibility? 

Mistress. 

Certainly not Kaptshish, I grant, has a peculiar 
mjsterioos look about him, but as for this new ac- 
quisition. Heaven only knows what he is like 

Stout Lady. 

Pardon me, Anna Pavlovna, but that is a matter 
which is not by any means so easy to decide. Before 
I was married I had an extraordinary dream. Now 
dreams, jom know, are queer things; you never 
know where they begin and where they end. Well, 
as I was remarking, I had just such a dream . . . 



Scene XVIL — The foregoing^ Basil Leoneditch, 
and Petbishtsheff enter. 

Stout Ladt. 
And a great deal was revealed to me in that 
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dream. Nowadays the young men \jp(md8 to Basil 
Leoniditch and Petrishtsheff] deny everything. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

I can assure you that I never deny anything. 
Never. How does that strike you ? 



Scene XVIII. — The foregoing. Enter Betsy and 
Mary Konstantinovna, and they enter into con- 
versation with Petrishtsheff. 

Stout Lady. 

But how can you deny the supernatural? It is 
not in harmony with reason, you will say. But 
reason may be silly, you know. How then ? Why, 
in the Garden Street, you know, there used to be 
apparitions every evening. My husband's brother — 
what is his relationship ? my heavrfrh'e. What's the 
other name for it? I never can remember the^e 
names for the different degrees of relationship — well, 
as I was remarking, he went on three successive 
nights to witness the apparitions, and he saw nothing 
at all ; so that I say . . . 
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Leokidas Feodobovitch. 

Well, ladies and gentlemen, who is minded to stay 
during the seance ? 

Stout Lady. 
I am, for one. 

Saehatoff. 
And I. 

Mistress. 

[To the Doctor.] You are surely not going to 
stay? 

Doctor. 

Yes, I must see for once in my life what it is that 
Leonidas Feodorovitch sees in all this. One cannot 
go on always denying it, without proof of some 
kind. 

Mistress. 

Well, am I absolutely to take it this evening ? 

Doctor. 

Take what? . . . Ah yes, the powder. Yes, you 
may take it, if you like. Certainly, take it by all 
means. I will look in a little later. 
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Mistress. 

Do, please. \In a lovd voice.] When you have 
finished, Messieurs et Mesdames, I hope you will 
honour me by coming to the drawing-room to re- 
pose after your emotions, and to finish your games 
of screw. 

Stout Lady. 



Absolutely. 



Certainly. 



Sakhatofp. 



[The Mistress leaves. 



Scene XIX. — The foregoing without the Mistress. 

Betsy. 

\To Petrishtshefp.] I tell you to remain. I 
promise you extraordinary sights. "Will you bet 
with me ? 

Mary Konstantinovna. 

Are you a believer then ? 



Betsy. 



I am to-day. 
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xTo Pktbbetshzjt.^ And do ^\n b«2iev>e I 



"' Thve lires more faith in bocest doubc, 

Betieve me. than in half the creeds^"* * 

TeSy of ocxirse I belieTe. if EExabeih LecnidoTiia tells 

me I must. 

Basil LBasnuicH. 

Lei us ranain, Marr Konstantinovna. How does 
it strike jont 111 devise some trii^ something 
diverting . . . 

Maby KossTAxnxovxA. 

No, please dent make me laugh. If yoa do, I 
shall not be able to restrain myself. 

Basil Leoniditch. 
[In a loud voice.] As for me, I remain. 

Leoiodas Fbodoboyitch. 

[Severely.] 1 would request then those who remain 

* In the original the quotation is from a well-known Russian 
song. I thought it advisable to substitute the lines from 
Tennyson. — E. J. D. 



THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT 197 

not to make fun of this. It is a very serious matter 
indeed. 

Petrishtsheff. 

You hear that? All right, we'll remain. Vovo, 
sit down here, and don't lose heart. 

Betsy. 

You are laughing now ; but you will see what will 
happen by-and-by. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

No, but really, what is going to take place 1 It 
will be jolly ! How does it strike you ? 

Petrishtsheff. 

\Pretending to shiver.'] Oh, I'm afraid, I'm awfully 
afraid ! Mary Konstantinovna, my feet are all in a 
tremble. 

Betsy. 

[Laughing.'] Keep quiet, please. 

[All present take their places, 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Be seated, ladies and gentlemen. Sit down, 
Simon. 
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Simon. 
Yes, sir. \Sit9 on the extreme edge of the chair. 

Leoxidas Feodorovitch. 
Sit down comfortably. 

Professor. 

Sit down properly in the middle of the chair, and 
be perfectly at your ease. [Seats Simon on the chair, 
[Betsy, Mary Konstantinovna, and Basil 
Leoniditch laugh. 

Leonidas Feodoroyitch. 

[Raising his voice.] I earnestly request all who 
remain in the room to refrain from playing tricks 
and to treat the matter seriously. Otherwise the 
consequences may be very serious. Vovo, you hear 
what I am saying? If you don't intend to keep 
quiet you can leave the room. 

Basil Leoniditoh. 
Order I [Hides behind the Stout Lady's back. 
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Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Alexis Vladimirovitch, will you put him in a 
trance ? 

Professor. 

Oh no, why should I do it when Anthony Borisso- 
vitch is present.? He possesses much more experience 
in these things, and much greater power than I can 
lay claim to. Anthony Borissovitch ! 

Grossmann. 

Ladies and gentlemen, I am not properly a 
medium. I can only say that I have investigated 
hypnotism. True, I have studied it in all its phases, 
all its bearings. But what is known as spiritualism 
is a ten'a incognita to me. As results of sending the 
patiisnt to sleep, I can expect and predict various 
phenomena, such as lethargy, anaesthesia, analgesia, 
catalepsy, and several other kindred states, as well as 
various degrees of susceptibility to suggestion. In 
the present case, however, what we are assembled to 
investigate is not symptoms of that category, but of 
a different kind. Consequently it would be advisable 
to state clearly of what nature these phenomena are, 
and what is their true scientific significance. 
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Sakhatofp. 

I entirely ooncur in the opinion of Mr. Grossmann. 
A definition of the kind demanded would prove 
extremely interesting and of great assistance to us. 

Leontdas Feodorovitch. 

\To the Professor.] I trust, Alexis Yladimirovitch, 
you will not refuse to make a short statement to 
elucidate the question. 

Professor. 

Why not ? If you like, I will explain the matter 
with pleasure. \To the Doctor.] Would you kindly 
measure his temperature and his pulse. My explana- 
tion will inevitably be superficial and concisa 

Leoxidas Feodorovitch. 
Yes, concise, concise . . . 

Doctor. 

Directly. \Take8 out his 'pocket thermometer and 
Jiands it to Simon.] . . . Here now, my lad . . . 
[ Flares the tliermometerJ] 

Simon. 
Yes, sir. 



THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT 201 

Professor. 

\Ri%ei^ turns to the Stout LADY,"ancZ tJien sits doion.] 
Ladies and gentlemen, the phenomenon we are 
now gathered together to investigate is generally 
considered, on the one hand, as something perfectly 
novel, and, on the other hand, as something which 
passes the bounds of natural conditions. Now 
neither hypothesis is correct. The phenomenon is 
not new — it is as old as the world itself; nor is it 
supernatural — it is subject to and governed by all 
the eternal laws, which regulate everything that 
exists. This phenomenon is usually defined as 
communion with the world of spirits. This defini- 
tion, however, is inaccurate. According to this 
definition the spiritual world is conceived of as 
opposed to the material world. Now this is an 
erroneous view to take. No such opposition really 
exists. Both worlds are in such close and continual 
contact that it would be impossible to draw the line 
of demarcation which separates the one from the 
other. We say that matter is composed of mole- 
cules . . . 

Petrishtsheff. 

It's an awfully tiresome matter 1 [WJiispers 
audible, and the noise of half-suppressed laughter,'] 
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Professor. 

\Lo6king round very severely.^ And precisely as 
mathematical calculations have demonstrated in- 
fallibly the existence of imponderable ether which 
produces such phenomena as light and electricity, 
so in like manner a brilliant series of experiments, 
conducted in the most thoroughly scientific way by 
such thinkers as Herrmann, Schmidt, and Joseph 
Schmatzofen, prove the existence of a substance 
which permeates the universe and may aptly be 
termed spiritual ether. 

Stout Lady. 

Ah, now I understand. How grateful I am 
that . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Yes, but could the explanation, Alexis Vladimiro- 
vitch, be ... a little . . . shor . . . condensed ? 

Professor. 

[Not replying.^ And thus a series of strictly scien- 
tific experiments have revealed to us, as I have 
already had the honour to explain to you, the laws 
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of mediumistic phenomena These experiments have 
shown that the process of inducing in certain persons 
a state of hypnosis, which differs from ordinary sleep 
only in the circumstance that in the hypnotic state 
the physiological activity of the patient is not only 
not perceptibly weakened, but is always intensified, 
as we have already had occasion to notice — it is 
proved that the induction of this sleep infallibly 
brings with it, no matter who the patient may be, 
certain perturbations in the spiritual ether — per- 
turbations in all essential particulars analogous to 
those which are produced by the sudden plunging of 
a solid body into a liquid. Now these perturbations 
are precisely what we term mediumistic manifesta- 
tions . . . \Laughter and whispering, 

Sakhatoff. 

That is quite correct and reasonable; but let me 
ask you one question : — If, as you were good enough 
to state, the circumstance that a medium falls into 
a trance, or a state of hypnosis, causes perturbations 
in the spiritual ether, why is it that these perturba- 
tions invariably assume the form — as they are ex- 
pected to do in mediumistic seances — of a sudden 
activity on the part of the souls of individuals who 
are dead 1 
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Professor. 

For the simple reason that the particles of which 
this spiritual ether is composed are precisely the souls 
of the living, the dead, and the unborn, so that every 
perturbation of this spiritual ether inevitably causes 
a corresponding movement of its constituent parts. 
And these parts are the souls of people, which in 
consequence of this movement enter into communica- 
tion with each other. 

Stout Lady. 

[To Sakhatoff.] There is nothing difficult to 
understand in all that . . . I'm so deeply, deeply 
grateful to you ! 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

It seems to me that everything is perfectly clear 
now, and we might proceed to our stance. 

Doctor. 

The condition of the lad is perfectly normal ; tem- 
perature 37 and 2 ; pulse 74. 
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Professor. 

\Taking out his nofe-hook and writing.^ I may 
mention, in confirmation of what I had the honour 
of sa3ang a moment ago, that the instant the medium 
falls into a trance it is inevitable, as we have already 
observed, that his temperature and pulse should rise, 
exactly as in hypnosis. 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 

Yes, quite so. Excuse me, I only want to say a 
word to Sergius Ivanovitch in reply to his question : 
how do we know that the souls of the dead commune 
with us ? We know it because the spirit who appears 
tells us, tells us as simply as I am now talking to you, 
who he is and why he has appeared, where he resides, 
and whether he is happy. At the last siance we had, 
I remember a Spaniard appeared ; his name was Don 
Castillos, and he told us his whole history. He in- 
formed us who he was when he died, and assured us 
that he was in pain because he had had a share in 
the Inquisition. Nor is that all : he actually told 
us what was happening to him at the very moment 
he was conversing with us, that is to say, he told 
us that he was just on the point of being bom again 
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on the earth, and he gave that as the reason why he 
was unable to finish the conversation he had begun 
with us. But you will see for yourselves. 

Stout Lady. 

[Interrupting,] Now is that not interesting I Per- 
haps that Spaniard was bom in our house and is a 
little baby now. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
That is quite possible. 

Pbofessob. 
I think we might now begin. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
I only just wanted to say . . . 

Professor. 
It is getting rather late. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Very weD, we may now commence. Anthony 
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Borissovitch, will you kindly put the medium to 
sleep. . . . 

Grossmann. 

How do you wish me to induce sleep ? There are 
many methods in use. For instance, there is the 
method of Brede; there is the Egyptian symbol; 
then again you have Charcot's method. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

\To the Professor.] It seems to me that it does 
not very much matter. 

Professor. 
It's quite immaterial 

Grossmann. 

All right; then I shall employ my own method, 
which I showed in Odessa. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Please. 

[Grossmann makes jpasses over Simon. Simon 
closes his eyes and stretches himself out. 
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Gbossmakn. 

\Glancing ai'ound.] He is slumbering — he is asleep. 
Hypnosis has been induced in an extraordinarily 
short space of time. Evidently the patient has been 
before in a state of anaesthesia. He is a remark- 
ably susceptible subject, and might be subjected to 
a series of highly interesting experiments. [Stta 
down. Rises. Sits down again. ^ Now we might run 
a pin or a needle into his aim. If you wish . . . 

Professor. 

[To Leonidas Feodorovitch.] Do you observe 
how the medium's sleep affects Grossmann ? He is 
beginning to vibrate. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Yes, I see. May we extinguish the lights ? 

Sakhatofp. 
But why is darkness indispensable ? 

Professor. 
Darkness? Because it is one of the conditions 
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under which mediumistic energy manifests itself, 
exactly as a certain temperature is a condition of cer- 
tain manifestations of chemical or dynamical energy. 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 

Besides, it is not always necessary. They appeared 
to numbers of persons — to me among others, by the 
light of candles, and of the sun too. 

Professor. 
Can we blow out the candles ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Certainly, certainly. \Blow8 tfiem out] Ladies and 
gentlemen, I would now crave your attention. 

[Tanya creeps noiselessly from under the 
sofa and catches hold of the thread that 
is attached to one of the staples near the 
door, 

Petrishtshefp. 

I did not at all relish the Spaniard. Just imagine 

him in the middle of the conversation bowing his 

o 
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head and dipping under . . . what's called piquer 
une tite. 

Betsy. 

Now wait, please, till you have seen what is coming. 

Petbishtsheff. 

There is only one thing I am afraid of : that Vovo 
will grunt like a pig. 

Basil Leoniditch. 
Would you like me to do it ? . . . I . . . 

Leonisas Feodorotitch. 

I would earnestly request the company not to 
engage in conversation. Please . . . 

[Dead silence. Simon mcks his finger and 
rubs his hand toith it, and brandishes 
the latter about, 

Leonidas Feodoroyitch. 
Light ! light I Do you see a light % 

Sakhatoff. 
Yes, I see it ; but allow me . . . 
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Stoxjt Lady. 

Where ? where ? Ah, I did not see it I Ah, there 
it is. I see it now. Ah I 

Professor. 

\ln a whisper to Leonidas Feodorovitch, pointing 
to Grossmann, lolio is moving,^ Do you observe how 
he is vibrating. A duplex power. [Light is again 
seen.^ 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

[To the Professor.] Why, that's he ! 

Sakhatopf. 
Who is he ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Nicholas the Greek. That is his light. Is it not 
so, Alexis Vladimirovitch ? 

Sakhatoff. 
Who is Nicholas the Greek ? 

Professor. 
A certain Greek who lived as a monk in the reign 
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of Constautine in Constantinople, and who visits us 
of late. 

Stout Lady. 
Where is he ? Where is he ? I don't see him. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

He is not visible yet. Alexis Vladimirovitch, he 
is always very favourably disposed towards you. 
Question him. 

Professor. 

\In a peculiar voice J\ Nicholas, is that you 1 

[Tanya knocks twice agauist the wall, 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
[Joyfully,'] It's he, it's Nicholas ! 

Stout Lady. 
Ai ! Ai ! I'll leave the room. 

Sakhatofp. 

What grounds are there for supposing that is 
he? 
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Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Two knocks. That is an affirmative reply. Other- 
wise the silence would not have been broken. 

[Silence. Suppressed laughter from the 
young people^s corner, Tanya shies the 
lamp shade on the table, and follows it 
up by hurling the pencil and pen-wiper, 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

\In a whisper,^ Do you notice, ladies and gentle- 
men, that is the lamp shade. There was something 
else — oh, it's the pencil. Alexis Vladimirovitch, it's 
the pencil. 

Professor. 

Very good. I am watching him and Grossmann. 
Do you notice ? 

[Grossman meaj^om his seat and looks at 
the things which were thrown on the table, 

Sakhatofp. 

Excuse me, excuse me. I should very much like 
to convince myself that it is not the medium who is 
doing all this himself. 
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« 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Do you think that possible ? Sit down beside him 
and take hold of his hands. But trust me, he is fast 
asleep. 

Sakhatofp. 

\AjgfpToaches ; his head comes In contact mth the 
thread, which Tanya immediaiely slackens, bending, cls 
she does so, in a terrible fright^ Ah-a-a-h ! It's odd, 
very odd. [Approaches Simon and takes him by the 
elboio. Simon hotels.'] 

Professor. 

[To Leonidas Feodorovitch.] Do you observe how 
Grossmann's presence affects him? That is a new 
phenomenon ; I must note that. 

[Leaves the room and makes a note of it, 
after which he returns. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Yes. But we cannot leave Nicholas without an 
answer. We should commence. 

Grossmann. 
[Rises from his place, goes over to Simon, lifts his 
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arm and lets it fdlL^ It would be interesting now 
to produce contraction. The patient is in profound 
hypnosis. 

Professor. 

\To Leonidas Fbodobovitch.] Do you see, do you 

see? 

Grossmann. 
If you desire . . . 

Doctor. 

Had you not better allow Alexis Vladimirovitch to 
manage everything j it is a very serious matter. 

Professor. 
Leave him alone. He is now speaking in his sleep. 

Stout Lady. 

How glad I am now that I resolved to be present. 
It is an awful sight, but still I am very glad, because 
I always used to say to my husband . . . 

Leonedas Feodorovitch. 

Silence, please. 

[Tanya moves the thread over the Stout Lady's 
head. 
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Stout Lady. 
Ah ! Ai ! Ai I 



Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
What's the matter % 



Stout Ladt. 
He seized me by the hair. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

\ln a whiter,] Don't fear anything. It's all right. 
Give him your hand. A spirit's hand is usually cold, 
but I rather like that. 



Stout Lady. 
Not for anything ! [Hides her hand. 

Sakhatoff. 
Yes, it's certainly very strange, very strange ! 
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Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

He is present here and seeks communion. Who 
wishes to ask him anything % 

Sakhatofp. 
Permit me to ask him a question. 

Professor. 
Please. 

Sakhatoff. 

Do I believe, yes or no 1 

[Tanya gives two knocks. 

Professor. 
It is an answer in the affirmative. 

Sakhatoff. 

Permit me to put another question. Have I a 
ten-rouble note in my pocket ? 

[Tanya knocks many times and draws the 
thread over Sakhatofp's head. 
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Sakhatoff. 
Ah ! [Catches the thread and breaks it. 

Professor. 

I would ask those present not to put vague and 
jocular questions. The spirit does not like it. 

Sakhatoff. 
Allow me, pleasa I have the thread in my hands. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Thread ? Preserve it. That frequently happens ; 
and not only thread hut silk cords, very ancient ones 
they usually are. 

Sakhatoff. 

No, but where did this thread come from ? 

[Tanya shies a cushion at his head. 

Sakhatoff. 
Excuse me, but I have been struck on the head by 
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something soft. Light the candle, there's something 
there. . . . 

Professor. 
We ask you not to hinder the manifestation. 

Stout Ladt. 

For Gk>d's sake, don't hinder it 1 I should like 
to put a question. Have I permission to do so ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Certainly, ask it. 

Stout Lady. 

I should like to interrogate him about my diges- 
tion. May I ? I only want to ask him what I ought 
to take — aconite or belladonna ? 

\^%lence ; whispering in the vicinity of 
the young people. Suddenly Basil 
Leoniditgh screams like an infant 
in arms: ya! ya! yal Laughter. 
Holding their mouths and noses and 
snorting and tittering^ the young ladies 
rush out of the room, and Petrishtsheff 
vnth them. 
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Stout Lady. 

Ah, it's true, then ; this monk here has also been 
bom again ! 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 

\In a paroxysm of fury ^ speaking in a whisper. '\ I 
never see anything but tomfoolery from you. If you 
cannot conduct yourself properly, leave the room I 

[Basil Legniditch leaves the room. 



Scene XX. — Leonidas Feodorovitch, the Propessob, 
the Stout Lady, Sakhatoff, Gbossmann, the 
Doctor, Simon, and Tanya. Obscurity^ — silence. 



Stout Lady. 

Ah, what a pity ! Now it is too late to ask him 
anything more. He is already bom again. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Not at all. That is another of Vovo's tricks. 
But he is present in the room. Question him. 
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Professor. 

That is a frequent occurrence. These jokes and 
sneers are often met with. I believe he is still in the 
room. At all events we can ask. Leonidas Feodoro- 
vitch, will you inquire ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

No, you please. That incident has upset me. It 
is very vexing. A complete want of tact . . . 

Professor. 

As you like. Nicholas, are you still here ? 

[Tanya knocks twice and rings the hell, 
Simon begins to howl and brandish his 
hands. He seizes Sakhatoff and the 
Professor and squeezes them. 

Professor. 

What an unexpected manifestation ! E;eaction on 
the medium himself. I never observed this before. 
Leonidas Feodorovitch, will you observe him, it is 
difficult for me to do it. He is squeezing me. Now 
is the time to watch Grossmann ; give him all your 
attention. 

[Tanya throws the Peasants' document on the table. 
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Leoxidas Feodorotttch. 
What has fallen on the table now ? 

Pbofessob. 
See what it is that has just fallen ? 

Leonidas Feodorovitcih. 

A paper. A folded sheet of paper. 

[TAjnrA throws the pocket inkstand. 

Leonidas Feodoboyitch. 
An inkstand ! [Tanya shies the pen, 

Leonidas Fbodorovitch. 
A pen ! [Simon howls and squeezes. 

Professor. 

[SqTieezed as in a vice.] Permit me, permit me; 
this is a quite novel manifestation : the action being 
performed not by the mediimiistic energy produced, 
but by the medium himself. But open the ink-bottle 
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and put the pen on the paper. He is going to write, 
he wiU certainly write. 

[Tanya steals up behind Leoxidas Feo- 
DOROViTCH and gives him a sound blow 
on the head mth the guitar, 

Leonidas Feodoeovitch. 

I have been struck on the head 1 [Looks on the 
table,] The pen is not writing yet, and the paper 
is still folded. 

Professor. 

Look at the paper and see what kind of paper it 
is ; make haste ; obviously there is a twofold force 
at work ; his and Grossmann's — ^that is what is pro- 
ducing the perturbations. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

[Goes out mth the paper and immediately returns.] 
It's incredible I This paper here is the contract with 
the peasants, which I refused to sign this morning 
and returned to theml Perhaps he wishes me to 
sign it now ? 

Professor. 

Evidently ! Of course he does ! But ask him. 
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Leonidas Feodoroyttch. 

Nicholas I Do you wish . . . 

[Tanya knocks twice. 

Pbofessob. 

Do you hear that % It is perfectly evident 1 

[Leonidas Feodoboyitch takes up the pen 
and leaves the room, Tanya knocks^ 
plays the guitar and the concertina^ and 
crawls hack to her hiding-place under 
the sofa. Leonidas Feodoboyitch 
returns, Simon stretches himsdf and 
coughs, 

Leonidas Feodoboyitch. 
He is awaking. We might light the candles. 

Fbofessor. 

[Hurriedly,^ Doctor, doctor, please, his tempera- 
ture and pulse. You will see directly that there will 
be a rise in both. 

Leonidas Feodoboyitch. 
Well, unbelievers, what have you to say now? 
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Doctor. 

\Going up to Simon and placing the thermometer.'] 
Now, lad. Have you been sleeping 1 Stand up and 
give me your hand. [Looks at his watch. 

Sakhatopp. 

[Shrugging his shoulders.] I can only affirm that 
the medium could not do everything that was done. 
But what about the thread? ... I should like to 
have that explained. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

The thread 1 the thread ! There were other mani- 
festations more serious than that 

Sarhatofp. 
I don't know. At all events I reserve my opinion. 

Stout Lady. 

[To Sakhatopp.] Now, how can you say that you 
reserve your opinion ? What do you say to the baby 
with the wings ? Did you not see him ? At first I 
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thought it was an illusion — but little by little it grew 
more and more distinct, until at last it was perfectly 
life-like . . . 

Sakhatopp. I 

I can only speak of what I saw. I did not see 
that at all. 

Stout Lady. 

How is that possible? Why, it could not have 
been more clearly visible. And on the left side a 
monk in a black habit was bending down over 
him. . . . 

Sakhatopp. 
[^.9tc?e.] What an exaggeration ! 

Stout Lady. 

\To the Doctor.] You must have seen it. He rose 
up from your side of the room. 

\Tlie Doctor piys no attention to her, hut 
goes on counting the pulsations. 

Stout Lady. 
[To Grossmann.] And the light, the light that 
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beamed from him, especially around his dear little 
face. And what a mild, sweet, tender expression I 
There was something heavenly in it. 

\She hersdf smiles tenderly. 

» 

Grossmann. 

I saw the phosphoric light, and I noticed that 
certain things changed their place& But I did not 
observe anything else. 

Stout Lady. 

Nonsense ! You are only joking. You speak in 
that way because you belong to the learned school 
of Charcot, and do not believe in a life beyond the 
grava But now no one will ever shake my faith in 
a future existence. Never, never ! 

[Grossmann walks away from her. 

Stout Lady. 

No, no ; say what you will, but this is one of the 
happiest moments of my life. When Sarasate played, 
and this. . . . Yes ! [No one pays any oMention to 
her. She goes up to Simon.] Tell me, my friend, 
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what you experienced. Was it very painful for 
you? 

Simon. 
[LaugJis.] That it was. 

Stout Ladt. 
StiU it was possible to bear up under it ? 

Simon. 

That it was. [To Leonidas Feodorovitch.] Is 
it your orders as I'm to go, sir 1 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Go, go. 

Doctor. 

[To the Professor.] The pulse is the same, but 
the temperature is somewhat lower. 

Professor. 

Lower? [Eeflects a moment and then suddenly 
divines the solution,] That is exactly as it should be. 
There must be a lowering of the temperature 1 The 
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twofold energy, each intersecting the other, must 
inevitably produce something like interference. . . . 
Yes, yes I 

Leonidas Feodorovitch.* 

One thing I very much regret : that he had not 
a complete materialisation. But still, ladies and 
gentlemen, will you kindly adjourn to the drawing- 
room. 

Stout Lady.* 

What impressed me most of all was when he 
flapped his little wings, and made ready to fly 
away. 

Grossmann.* 

\To Sakhatoff.] If we had stuck to simple 
hypnosis, we might have produced complete epilepsy. 
We should have had unparalleled success. 

Sakhatoff.* 

It is interesting, but not quite convincing ! That 
is all that I can say about it. 

* All four persoDS speak together as they are leaving the 
room. 
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8cE3rE XXL — LE03nDA8 Fjeodorotitch, mth the 
paper i» hu hand. Enter Feodob iTAjnrrcH. 

Leosidas Feodorovtich. 

Well, Feodor, it was a Monee and no mistake; 
simplj wonderful ! It appears that I have to lei the 
fieasants have the land on their own conditions. 

Feodor. 
KeaUj! 

Leosidas Feodorotitch. 

Yes, it has to ba \Slvowing him the document.^ 
F&ncy, the paper that I returned them saddenlj 
appeared on the table. I signed it. 

Feodor Ivaxitch. 
How did it get there ? 

Leonidas Feodoroyitch. 

It got there somehow or other. 

[Feodor Ivanitch accomjpanies him out 
of the room. 
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ScENB XXII. — Tanya aloTije, Crawls from under the 

sofa and laughs, 

Tanya. 

Father above ! didn't I get a fright when he caught 
the thread I [Squeals,^ Well, it succeeded in the end 
— he signed the paper ! 



Scene XXIII. — Tanya and Gregory. 

Gregory. 
So it was you that bamboozled them all along ! 

Tanya. 
What's that to you ] 

Gregory. 

And do you suppose that the mistress will thank 
you for that % No, Miss, you are mightily mistaken 
if you do. I'll go and tell the whole story of your 
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tricks unless too consent to danoe a little to mv 
piping. 

Taxta. 

I wont dance to tout music — and von shan't do 
me anv harm neither ! 



CURTAIX. 



ACT FOUETH. 

Scene and decorations : the same as in the First Act 



Scene I. — Two liveried Men-in- waiting, Feodoe 
TvANjTCH, and Gregory. 

ist Man- IN- Waiting. 

[With grey whiskers,^ Yours is the third house as 
we've visited to-day. It is a blessing that the At-home 
days are all in one quarter of the city. Thursday 
used to be your day. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

We changed it Saturday, to have it the same day 
as the Golovkins, the Von Grabes. . . . 

2nd Man-in- Waiting. 

The Phtsherbakoffs do the thing respectable: it's 

233 
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all one as a ball, they treat the men-in-waitiiig so 
hospitablj. 



ScEiTE IL — The foregoing. The Princess caid her 
daughter descend the staircase, accompanied by 
Betsy. The Princess glances at her Utile bockj 
and at her watch, and sits down on the bench. 
Gregory puts her hoots on. 

Young Princess. 

Please do coma If joa refuse, Dodo will refuse 
too, and it will all come to nothing. 

Betsy. 

I cannot promise. I must be at the Shoobins' 
without fail. Then I've got my rehearsal 

Young Princess. 

You will have plenty of time. Please, do oom& 
Do not disappoint us. Fedy will be there, and 
Koko. 

Betsy. 
Oh, that Koko, he positiyely bores me to death. 
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Young Princess. 

I expected to find him at your place. Usually he 
is so scrupulously punctual that . . . 

Betsy. 
He is sure to be here. 

Young PRiNCEsa 

Every time I see him with you, he gives me the 
impression as if he had just offered you, or was on 
the point of offering you, his hand and his heart. 

Betsy. 

Yes, I dare say it's an ordeal I shall have to pass 
through. And a very disagreeable one it is. 

Young Princess. 
Poor Koko I he is so terribly in love. 

Betsy. 
Cease I Les gem t ^ 

[The Princess sits dovm on the sofa, 
continuing to converse in a whisper, 
Gregory puts her boots on. 
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Young Princess. 
Good-bye till this evening, then. 

Betsy. 

I will do my best to come. 

Young Princess. 

Tell your Papa that I do not believe in anything^ 

but that I will come to see his new medium all the 

same. Let him send me word when. Good-bye, ijml 

belle, 

[Kisses Betsy and leaves escorted by Tier. 

Betsy tJien goes upstairs. 



Scene III. — Tv>o Lackeys, Fbodor Ivanitch, 

and Gregory. 

Gregory. 

I don't like putting old women's boots on for them. 
They cannot stoop ; their abdomen hinders them from 
seeing what's going on on the floor, and they kick 
right and left, and never get their feet in the boots. 
How different when it's a young lady that you have 
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to manipulate, how nice to take her dainty little feet 
in your hands. 

2nd Lackey. 
You, too, go in for choosing and picking. 

ist Laceet. 

Individuals of our calling in life are not supposed 
to pick and choose in such matters 

Gregory. 

I should like to know why not. Are we not human 
beings too ? It's them that think that we don't under- 
stand and can't appreciate, and so on. When they 
were talking a few minutes ago, they looked at me 
and said in French, " Lay John " (Les gens), 

2nd Lackey. 
And what might that mean ] 

Gregory. 

I'll translate it for you. It means : don't talk or 
they'll imderstand you. At dinner, it's the same 
thing, and I understand them. You say there's a 
difference between them and us. There's not the 
ghost of a difference. 
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I St Lacxet. 

Oh, yes, there is a considerable difference for the 
fellow that oompiehends what they're 



Gbbgort. 

There is no difference at all, I tell yoo. To-day I 
am a lackey, but to-morrow I may be living as 
comfortably as themselves everv bit. Don't their 
dan^ters sometimes get married to lackeys? Do 
you forget that ? Bat I am going oat for a smoke ? 

\Exit. 



Scene IV. — The fcregoing^ without Gbbqo&t. 

2nd Lackey. 
That's a bold'yoong man yoa have hera 

Fbodor Ivahitch. 

And an empty-headed one. He is not fit for the 
service : he was a derk behind the counter — now he 
is spoiled. I advised them not to take him, bat he 
took the mistress's fancy. For riding out he was 
taken, I suppose. 
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I St Lackey. 

I'd send him to our Count — he'd soon put him 
straight, and make him mind his p's and q's. Oh, 
doesn't he hate such Jack-in-the-boxes 1 If you're 
a lackey, he wants you to be a lackey, and nothing 
else. Do credit to your calling, and no nonsensical 
pride. That's his motto. 



Scene V. — The foregoing, Pbtrishtshepp rwm dowvr 
stairs and taJces out a cigarette. He meets Koko 
Klingen, who is wearing his pince-nez. 

Petrishtshepp. 

[Lost in reverie,] Yes, yes, that's it. My second 
is the same as " ka." My whole . . . Yes, yes . . . 
Ah, good day, Koko-Cocatoo. Where do you hail 
from? 

Koko. 

From PhtsherbakofiEs. You are always fooling. . . . 

Petkisutshepp. 
No, but just guess this charade : My first is 



240 THE FRUITS OF ENLIGHTENMENT. 

identical ifvith a famous monarch's name, mj second 
is the same as " ka," and my whole . . . 

KOEO. 

I really don't know. And besides, I've no time 
now. 

Petrishtsheff. 

Why, where are you bound for now ? 

KOKO. 

What do you mean ] Why, to Iveen's, of course ; 
they've a singing rehearsal, and I must be thera 
After that, I have to go to the Shoobins, and then to 
the rehearsal. Why, you have to be there yourself. 

Petrishtsheff. 

Certainly, I shall be there; at the re-hearse-al 
and at the re-coach-al. My role was only that of a 
wild man before, whereas now I am a wild man and 
a general also. 

KOEO. 

How did yesterday's seance pass off ] 

Petrishtsheff. 
I nearly choked with laughing. There was a rustic 
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there as medium. But the darkness was the best 
part of it. Vovo squeaked like a baby, the Professor 
explained matters, and Mary Yassilievna interpreted 
them. It was as good as a comedy. It's an awful 
pity you were not there ! 

KOKO. 

I am afraid, 'm(m cher» You turn everything off 
with a joke very dexterously, you know; but the 
fact is, I am afraid that if I make even a most trivial 
remark, you will give it such a turn as will make it 
seem to every one that I have proposed for her hand. 
And that would not suit me at all, mon cher ; not at 
all, you know. 

Petrishtsheff. 

Let your proposal of hand and heart not be a 
disposal of either. That's your cue. Come along 
to Yovo's room, and we'll go to the re-coach-al to- 
gether. 

KOKO. 

I cannot understand how you can be always together 
with that stupid ass. He is the very incarnation of 
stupidity. 

Q 
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Petrishtsheff. 
I like the fellow all the same. I love him, but it is 

*' Such love aa spirits feel 
In worlds \i^hoae course is equable and pure." 

[Leaves the room and goes into Basil 
Leoniditch's room. 



Scene VI. — Tlie two Lackeys-in-waiting, Feodor 
IvANiTCH, and Koko Klingen. Betsy is seen 
escorting a Lady. Koko salutes her significantly, 

Betsy. 

[Shaking hands with him sideways. To the Lady.] 
You are acquainted, 1 think 1 

Lady. 

No. 

Betsy. 

Baron Klingen. Why were you not here yester- 
day? 

Koko. 

It was an impossibility, I could not manage it. 
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Betsy. 

It's a great pity. It was immensely interesting. 
\Laugki^ You should have seen what kind of mani- 
festations we had ! Well, how is our charade getting 
onl 

KOKO. 

Fairly. The verses on "my second" are ready. 
Nick composed them and I wrote the music. 

Betsy. 
Do sing a line of it for me ! What is it like ? 

KOKO. 

Let me think. Ah, yes I The knight is singing 
to Nounie ; — or better take the other, " my first." 

Betsy. 

\To the Lady.] "My first" is "are" (the word is 
arena), and Are is a savagess who wants to eat the 
object of her love. [Laugh^,^^ She prowls about, and 
pines and sings — 

" My appetite 

KOKO. 

\^Interrupting.^^ 's a wicked wight 
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Betsy. 

\Continuinri\. Some lad I long to swallow ; 

I prowl and growl, 

KOKO. 

But can't fall foul 

Betsy. 
Of a fat and tender fellow." 

Lady. 
It is truly charming ! 

Betsy. 
But isn't it too awfully stupid \ 

KOKO. 

That is the beauty of the thing. 

Lady. 
Who is Are? 

Betsy. 

I am. 1 had a costume made for the part, but 
Mamma calls it " indecent." But it is not one whit 
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more indecent than a good low ball dress is. \To 
Feodor Ivanitch.] Is there any one here from 
Bourdet's ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Yes, Miss, their clerk is in the kitchen waiting. 

Lady. 
What is the whole, the word arena, like ? 

Betsy. 

You will see. I shall not spoil your pleasure by 
telling you anything more beforehand. Good-bye ! 

Lady. 
Good-bye ! 

\TTiey salute each other. Exit Lady. 

Betsy. 

\To KoKO.] Come with me to Mamma. 

[Betsy and Koko go upstairs. 
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Scene VII. — Feodor Ivanitch, ike two Lackeys, and 
James. (The loiter comes from the pantry with a 
tray J tea and cakes; puffing and snorting as he 
passes through the ante-chamber.) 

James. 

\To the Lackeys.] My best respects, my best 
respects ! [The Lackeys saluie him. 

James. 

\To Feodoe Ivanitch.] I wish you would ask 
Gregory Michaelovitch to help me. Tm fagged out. 

[Exit. 



Scene VIIL — The foregoing vnthout James. 

ist Lackey. 
A hard-working man that seems. 

Feodoe Ivanitch. 

A very good fellow he is, but somehow he does not 
please the mistress. He is not imposing enough, she 
says. And yesterday they were down upon him for 
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letting the peasants into the kitchen. They may 
cashier him for it, for all I know. But he is a first- 
rate fellow, no matter what they say. 

2nd Lackey. 
What peasants did he admit ? 

FeODOR IVANITCH. 

Some peasants that came from the Government of 
Kursk to buy land. It was night-time and they were 
countrymen of his, so he took them to the kitchen, 
and, as ill-luck would have it, a performance of 
thought-reading was going on : something was hid 
in the kitchen ; all the ladies and gentlemen came 
into the kitchen, and the mistress espied the peasants 
there. There was terrible work there 1 How dare 
you, she says ; they are infected, perhaps, these men 
are, and nothing will do but you must bring them 
into the kitchen ! . . . She is terribly frightened 
of that contagion. 



Scene IX. — The foregoing and Gregory. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Gregory, go and give James a hand ; he is awfully 
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tired. I'll remain here alone till you come back. 
He can't manage all he's got to do by himself. 

Gregory. 

He is not smart or handy, that's what's wrong 
with him. \ExiL 



Scene X. — The foregoing without Gregory. 

ist Lackey. 

What new fashion is that that's prevaihng now 
wherever you go — these infections and things ? . . . 
Yours is afraid of it too, is she ? 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

She fears it worse than fire, she does. All her 
thoughts now are of smoking, washing, and sprinkling 
the room. 

ist Lackey. 

Oh, that's what that heavy smell is that I remark. 
[ Vivaciously, '\ It is absurd. And what sins are com- 
mitted with these infections and rubbish. It's scan- 
dalous ! They've forgotten God altogether. When 
the daughter of oiir mistress's sister, Princess 
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Mossoloff, died the other day, what d'ye think hap- 
pened? Neither the father nor the mother would 
go into the room while she was dying. And they 
didn't even take leave of the poor thing, who was 
crying her eyes out to see them, and say good-bye 
for the last time. The doctor, it seems, found that 
there was some infection in the room. And yet in 
spite of all the bosh they talked about it, didn't her 
chambermaid go into her room twenty times a day, 
and the sick-nurse too, and they were never a bit the 
worse for it. 



Scene XI. — Tlie foregoing^ Basil Leoniditch, and 
Petrishtsheff smoking cigarettes as they enter. 

Petrishtsheff. 
Do come. I'll only go and fetch Koko-Cocatoo. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

He's a blockhead, is your Koko. I can't bear the 
sight of him. He is an empty-headed duffer — a 
perfect dolt. He never has anything in hand, but 
is always moping and moping about. How does it 
strike you 1 
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Petrishtshefp. 

Wait a second anyhow. I'll say good-bye to him, 
at all events. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

All right. While you are away, I'll go and have a 
look at my dogs in the coach-house. One of them is 
so confoundedly vicious, the coachman says, that he 
was near being eaten by him. How does that strike 
you? 

Petrishtsheff. 

Who was nearly being eaten by whom? Surely 
the coachman would not think of devouring your dog. 

Basil Leoniditch. 

Oh, you are ever and always . . . 

\Put8 cm his topcoai and leaves. 

Petrishtsheff. 

[Eeflectively.] My second is . . . Yes, that's 
it. . . . [Goes upstairs. 
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Scene XIL— T^e tioo Lackeys, Feodor Ivanitch, 
audi James. (2%e latter runs across the stage at 
the beginning and at the end of the Scene.) 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
[To Jambs.] What's wanted now ? 

James. 

The bread and butter is not cut up into slices ! 
I told them. . . . [Exit. 

2nd Lackey. 

And when our master's son fell sick they packed 
him off at once to the hotel with the nurse, and he 
died there without seeing his mother. 

ist Lackey. 

Just like them. Those swells are not afraid of 
committing any sin. It's my private opinion that 
no matter where you go, or what you do, you cannot 
escape from Grod. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

That's what I believe too. 

[James rum upstairs toith the slices of 
» bread and btdter. 
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ist Lackey. 

And observe what I say: If weVe got to be 
afraid of everybody because they may have the 
contagion, we might as well shut ourselves up within 
four walls, just as in prison, and sit there without 
ever stirring out. 



Scene XIII. — The foregoing and Tanya. James 

enters a little later, 

Tanya. 

[Salutes the Lackeys.] Good-day ! 

[The Lackeys salute her. 

Tanya. 
Feodor Ivanitch ! I have a word to say to you. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Well, what is it ? 

Tanya. 
The peasants are back here again. . . . 
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Fbodor Ivanitch. 
What of that % I gave the document to Simon . . . 

Tanya. 

Yes, I gave them the document. They don't 
know how to be thankful enough. They would 
like now to pay the money. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Where are they ? 

Tanya. 

They are standing there on the doorsteps. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
All right, I'U go and deliver the message. 

Tanya. 

I have another request to make, Feodor Ivanitch, 
my dear father ! 

Feodoe Ivanitch. 
Well, what next ? 
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Tanya. 

It's this, Feodor Ivanitch, that I cannot stay here 
any longer. Ask them to discharge ma 

[James rushes in. 
Feodor Ivanitch. 

[To James.] What's wanted now ? 

James. 
Another samovar and oranges. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Ask the housekeeper for them. 

[James i^ushes off. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

What's that for % 

Tanya. 

It has to he. It can't he altered. 

James. 

[Running in.'\ There's not enough oranges ! 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
Serve as many as you can find. [James runs out,^ 
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What a time you have chosen to go away. You see 
the bustle and fuss there is going on. . . . 

Tanya. 

You know, Feodor Ivanitch, that that bustle never 
comes to an end ; no matter how long I might wait, 
it would still go on and on, and you know that the 
step I am going to take is for ever and ever. You, 
Feodor Ivanitch, my good father, you have done me 
a good turn, and now crown it by finding an oppor- 
tunity to tell them, and get me my discharge. If 
you don't, herself will be angry and won't give me 
my passport. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Why are you leaving in such a hurry-skurry way, 
as if the old boy were at your heels % 

Tanya. 

Because, now, you know, Feodor Ivanitch, as the 
business is done and over ... I should like to go 
to my godmother and get ready, you know. And 
the wedding will be the week after Easter. Do tell 
him, Feodor Ivanitch. 
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Feodor Ivaxitch. 

Go away now^that's not the place for you to be 
standing in. 



Scene XIV. — The elderly gentleman comes dow}istairs 
and departs in silence, escorted by the 2nd 
Lackey. Tanya is seen going out. Feodoe 
IvANiTCHy the ist Lackey, and James {entering). 

Jamesw 

Thej^'ve cut me to the quick, Feodor Ivan itch ; 
there's herself as wants to give me my discharge. 
You break everything you touch, she says ; and you 
forgot Fiffka, and you took the peasants to the 
kitchen, in spite of my orders to the contrary. And 
you know that's not true ! I'm innocent of it, as 
the child unborn. I was told by Tanya to take 
them to the kitchen, but I didn't know whose orders 
it was. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Has the mistress told you she was going to give 
you your discharge ? 
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James. 

Yes, she's just told me. Intercede for me, Feodor 
Ivanitch I My family were only just beginning to 
look up a little, and now if I lose my place, they'll be 
as low as ever they was before, and, God knows, 
that's low enough. Feodor Ivanitch, do intercede 
for me ! 



Scene XV. — Feodor Ivanitch, ist Lackey, and 
Mistress, escorting the old Countess mth the 
false hair and teeth. The ist Lackey puts on 
the old Countess's hoots. 

Mistress. 
By all means, certainly. I am deeply touched. 

Countess. 

If it were not for my ill health, I would be much 

of tener here. 

Mistress. 

Now do take Peter Petrovitch. He is a little 
rough, but no one can alleviate your sufferings as he 
can. Everything he does seems so simple and so 
clear. 

R 
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COUISTESS. 

No, I am accustomed to my own. 

MiSTBBSB. 

Be very caref uL 

CoUNTfiBS. 

Thanks, my best thanks. 



Scene XVI. — The foregoing and Gbegort looking 
dishevelled and greatly excited, and rushing in 
from the pantry. Behind him Simon is visible. 

Simon. 
Well, then, don't dare to molest her. 

Gbegort. 

Ill teach you, you scoundrel ; Til teach you how to 
fight. Ah ! you miserable vagabond ! 

Mistress. 

What's that about ? Do you take this house for a 
tavern 1 
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Geegoey. 
I can't live here with this clownish peasant. 

MiSTEESS. 

You have taken leave of your senses. Do you not 
see ? \To the Countess.] Thanks, a thousand thanks. 
Good-bye till Tuesday, then. 

[The Countess and the ist Lackey leave. 



Scene XVII. — Feodoe Ivanitch, Misteess, 
Geegoey, and Simon. 

Misteess. 
[To Geegoey.] What does that mean ? 

Geegoey. 

Although I am serving as a lackey I have my own 
feeling of pride, and I won't allow a boorish peasant 
to knock me about. 

Misteess. 
What has happened 1 
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Grbgobt. 

Your Simon forgot his place since ever he was 
allowed to sit with his superiors. And now nothing 
will do him but fight. 

Mistress. 
What's that for % 

Gregory. 
Grod only knows. 

Mistress. 
\To Simon.] What is the meaning of your conduct % 

Simon. 
What does he run after her for ? 

Mistress. 
What has happened between you % 

Simon. 

\^miling^ He's always throwing his arms round 
her waist, Tanya's, that is the chambermaid's. And 
Rhe won't have it. Well, and I removed his hand a 
little ... so, like that. . . . 
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Gregory. 

A nice way of removing my hand — he nearly broke 
my rib. And he tore my swallow-tail coat. And all 
the time he kept saying — "I feel the power I had 
yesterday coming upon me again." And he began 
to hug and squeeze me till I thought every rib in my 
body was broken. 

Mistress. 
\To Simon.] How dare you fight in my house ? 

Feodor Tvanitch. 

Would you allow me to tell your ladyship, Anna 
Pavlovna, that Simon entertains sentiments towards 
Tanya, and that they are engaged to be married, and 
Gregory — if the truth must be told — conducts himself 
badly towards her, shamefully. It's this, I dare say, 
that vexed Simon. 

Gregory. 

Not at all. It's all froiri spite because I found out 
their trickery and deceit. 



Mistress. 
What deceit ] 
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Gregory. 

At the ^wnce. All the things that happened 
yesterday were done by Tanya, and not by Simoii. 
I saw her myself, when she was crawling from under 
the sofa. 

Mistress. 

What was crawling from under the sofa ? 

Gregory. 

I give you my word of honour. It was she that 
brought in the document and put it on the table. If 
it was not for her the paper would not have been 
signed, and the peasants would not have got the land. 

MiSTRESa 

You say you saw that yourself 1 

Gregory. 

With my own eyes. If you order her to come here 
she won't deny it. 

Mistress. 
Call her at once. \Exit Gregory. 
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Scene XVIII. — The foregoing^ witlwut Gregory. 
Noise behind the scenes, the voice of the Hall- 
Porter atcdible, saying: ^^You mvst not, you vmst 
not/'' The Hall-Porter appears, Tlie three 
Peasants rush past him, the 2nd Peasant leading 
the way. The 3rd Peasant slips, falls, and takes 
hold of his nose. 

Hall-Porter. 
You must not, you must not. 

2nd Peasant. 

May be no harm will come of it. Are we wanting 
to get in to do a bad action ? We want to pay the 
money. 

ist Peasant. 

Undoubtedly after the signature was affixed to the 
handwriting the consummation of the deed was ter- 
minated. What we now want is to give the money 
and our thanks. 

Mistress. 
Don't be in a hurry to offer your thanks. It was 
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all a trick. It is not finished vet The land is not 
jet sold. Leonidas ! Call Leonidas Feodorovit<^ 

[Exit Hall-Poeter- 



ScEXE XIX. — T?ie foregoing and Leoxidas Feodoro- 
viTCH, who enters, hut on perceiving the Mistress 
and the Peasants is about to turn on his heeU. 

Mistress. 

No, no, please come here. I told vou that you 
.should not sell the land on credit, and every one told 
you the same thing. And here now you have been 
deceived, like the most stupid man. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
How deceived ? I don't follow vou. In what ? 

M18TRES& 

You ought to be ashamed of yourself! You, a 
grey-haired man, and they leading you by the nose 
and laughing at you all the time. You grudge your 
son a miserable 300 roubles to help him to keep 
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up his social position, and they cheat you out of 
thousands. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

Annette, calm yourself ! 

ist Peasant. 
We only wished that the payment of the sum . . . 

3rd Peasant. 

\Gettinci the money readt/,'\ Let us go, for Christ's 
sake! 

Mistress. 
Wait a little, wait a little. 



Scene XX. — 7'he foregoing, Gregory, and Tanya. 

Mistress. 

[Severely to Tanya.] Yesterday during the seance 
you were in the little parlour ? 

[Tanya siglis and looks around at Feodor Ivanitch, 
Leonidas Feodorovitch, and Simon. 
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Gregobt. 

There's no use in backing oat of it now, for I saw 

you myself. . . . 

Mistress. 

Answer me, were you? I know all, so you had 
better confess. I shall not do you any hann. I 
only want to convict him there [pointing to Leonidas 
Feodoboyitch], the master . . . You threw the paper 
on the table, 

Tanya. 

I don't know what to answer. This is my answer 
— <;an't you discharge me and let me go home 1 

Mistress. 

[To Leonidas Feoix)royitch.] You see that now ; 
they have been fooling you nicely. 



Scene XXI. — The same. Betsy enters at the begin- 
ning of the scene and remains unnoticed. 

Tanya. 
Discharge me, Anna Favlovna ! 
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Mistress. 

No, my love ! you have caused a loss perhaps of 
several thousands. We have sold land that should 
not have been sold. 

TAinrA. 

Discharge me, Anna Favlovna ! 

Mistress. 

No, I will not. You will be responsible for all 
this. You must not cheat. I will prosecute you 
before the magistrate. 

Betsy. 

[Stepping forward,^ Discharge her, Mamma. But 
if you are really bent on prosecuting her, prosecute 
me at the same time, because I was along with her 
and had a hand in all she did yesterday. 

Mistress. 

Ah, of course if you had a hand in it, nothing but 
villainy could come of it 1 
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Scene XXII. — The foregoing and tJie Professor. 

Professor. 

Good day, Anna Pavlovna ! Grood day, Miss Betsy I 
I have brought you, Leonidas Feodorovitch, a re- 
port of the 13th Congress of Spiritists in Chicago. 
Schmidt delivered a wonderful speech there. 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 
Ah, that will be interesting. 

Mistress. 

I can tell you something much more interesting 
than that. It has been proved that this hussy here 
has hoaxed yourself and my husband. Betsy de- 
nounces herself, but that is only to irritate me ; as 
a matter-of-fact, you were befooled by this ignorant 
girl ! And yet you still believe I There were no 
mediumistic manifestations yesterday at alL It was 
she alone who operated, and did everything. 

[Points to Tanya. 

Professor. 
[Taking off his overcoat.'] What do you mean ? 
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Mistress. 

I mean that it was she who in the darkness played 
the guitar, that it was she who knocked my husband 
on the head and managed all your other tomfoolery, 
and she has just confessed to it. 

Professor. 
\Sm%Ling,^ Well, and what does that prove"? 

Mistress. 

That your mediumism is an absurdity. That is 
what it proves. 

Professor. 

Because this girl strove to deceive us, therefore 
mediumism is trash — that, if I gather it aright, is 
your contention. \Smiling?\ A very strange con- 
clusion it is. It is very probable that this girl did 
really intend to deceive us : such things are of 
frequent occurrence. It may be that she actually 
performed something. But whatever she did she 
did herself, and what was manifested as the result 
of mediumistic energy was the result of mediumistic 
energy and of nothing else. I will go still further 
and say that it is highly probable that the action 
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of that girl was instrumental in soliciting — if I may 
use the expression — in soliciting the manifestation of 
the mediumistic force, and imparting to it the definite 
form which it assumed. 

Mistress. 
Another lecture 1 . . . 

Professor. 

\8eoeTely^ You assert, Anna Pavlovna, that that 
girl, and perhaps that amiable young lady, were the 
authoresses of certain so-called manifestations of 
spiritistic force, but are you prepared to affirm 
that they also produced the light which we beheld, 
and likewise the increase and decrease of tempera- 
ture, and the excitement and vibration of Grossmann ? 
And yet these are facts; facts, I say, Anna Pav- 
lovna 1 No, Anna Pavlovna, there are matters which 
must be studied and completely understood before 
one trusts oneself to speak of them, matters too 
serious, far too serious . . . 

Leonidas Feodorovitch. 

And the child that Mary Yassilievna saw so dis- 
tinctly? And I saw it myself too. . . . This girl 
could not have produced that. 
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Mistress. 

You think you are clever and intelligent, no doubt ! 
Let me t«ll you then that you are a fool. 

Leonidas Feodoeovitch. 

I had better go. Alexis Vladimirovitch, come to 
my room. \Goe8 to his study. 

Professor. 

[Shrugging his shoulders and following him.] Alas I 
what an abyss still separates us from enlightened 
Europe? 



Scene XXIII. — The Mistress, tJie three Peasants, 
Feodor Ivanitch, Tanya, Betsy, Gregory, 
Simon, and James (who enters). 

Mistress. 

[Follovjing Leonidas Feodorovitch.J He has been 
led by the nose like any fool, and he is not conscious 
of it. [To James.] What do you want ? 

James. 
For how many persons am I to lay covers ? 
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Mistress. 

For how many ? . . . Feodor Ivanitch 1 take over 
the silver plate from him ! Begone this minute ! 
He is the cause of it alL That fellow will drag me 
to my grave. Yesterday he very nearly starved to 
death the little dog that never did him any harm. 
Not satisfied with this, he brought the infected 
peasants into the kitchen yesterday, and here they 
are to-day again. He is the cause of all the trouble ! 
Begone, I tell you, begone this instant I Discharge 
him — ^pay him his wages, and discharge him. \To 
Simon.] And if ever again you dare to make a noise 
in my house, you wretched peasant, I will teach you, 
too, a lesson you will not forget. 

2nd Peasant. 

If he's such a wretched peasant, it's useless to keep 
him on ; give him his discharge at once, and make an 
end of it. 

Mistress. 

\Lislening to him and surveying the 3rd Peasant.] 
Oh, look at him there — he has a rash on his nose, a 
rash, I say I He is ill — ^he is a perfect reservoir of 
infection ! I Did I not give orders yesterday that 
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they were not to be admitted, and yet here they are 
again. Drive them out at once ! 

Fbodor Ivanitch. 

Then your ladyship's orders are not to accept the 
money from them ? 

Mistress. 

The money? Take the money, but drive them 
away at once — especially that fellow there — this 
minute, away with him ! He is perfectly rotten ! 

3rd Peasant. 

Indeed I am not. Mother ; Gkxi knows you're vastly 
mistaken. Ask my old woman, and she'll tell you. 
Do I look rotten % I am like a piece of glass, I may 
say. 

MiSTRESa 

The fellow presumes to discuss it with me ? . . . 
Begone 1 begone ! I say. It is done out of malice ! 
No, I cannot — I cannot support this any longer. Send 
for Peter Petrovitch. \Exit hurriedly sobbing, 

[James and Gregory leave. 
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Scene XXIV. — Feodob Ivakitch, the three Peasants, 

and the Hall-Porter. 

ist Peasant. 

How, my dear man, is it going to be relatively to 
the receiving of the money to-day ? 

2nd Peasant. 
Discharge us. 

3rd Peasant. 

\Tuming oner the hank-notes, and looking wistfully 

at them, as if unmlling to part with them.] If I'd 

known what 'ud happen, I'd never have undertook it, 

I wouldn't. It'll dry me up worse than the cruellest 

sickness. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

[To Hall-Porter.] Take them to my room ; there 

is a counting-board there. I'll receive the money. 

Go now. 

Hall-Porter. 

Let's be going. Come along. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 

Be thankful to Tanya; for if it had not been for 
her, you would never have got the land. 
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ist Peasant. 

True enough for you. She invented a pretext and 
she executed it^faithfully. 

3rd Peasant. 

She made men of us, that's what she did. If it 
wasn't for her what would we do? The land is 
scanty, no place to turn a beast into, no nor a hen 
for that matter. Good-bye, bright girl; when you 
are in our parts, come and eat honey with us. 

2nd Peasant. 

Wait till I get home, and FU get ready everything 
for the wedding. Ill brew beer— only don't fail to 
come ! 

Tanya. 

I'll come, I wilL \Squeal8^ Simon ! that's splendid ! 

\Tlie Peasants leave. 



Scene XXV. — Feodor Ivanitch, Tanya, and Simon. 

Feodor Ivanitch. 
God be with you ! Mind now, Tanya, when you've 
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got your own house and hoosehold. 111 come and 
spend some time as your guest. Shall I be welcome % 

Tanya. 

As welcome, my dove, as my own father. 

\Embraces and kisses him. 
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